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"I FORBID THE BANNS!'' 



PART I. 



CHAPTER I. 

ON FLYING FISH. 



"^ ' Y dear Charlton, I say * Bismillah ! Allah ilia Allah ! 
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kismet ! ' and so forth." 

" Quite so ; and these dark phrases being interpreted 
into the language of the accursed Giaour mean that " 

" That when a thief's hour is come he may be captured, 
even by a policeman." 

" It strikes me that has about it a certain Teutonic 
flavor. Will you oblige me with the application of your 
adaptation of this pretty free translation of the German 
proverb ? " 

" What, you cannot see it for yourself ? " 

" Proverbs are like prophecies, my friend ; they are 
sasceptible of being interpreted to suit the exigencies 
of the hour, and of the interpreter. Now what are your 
exigencies, oh, diplomatist ? " 

"Why, man, can't you see that the drift of my fatalism 
and of my proverbial philosophy is, that when a fellow 
comes face to face with the right girl, he can no more resist 
falling in love with her than — than — " the speaker looked 
around for a simile—" than — than one of tViose ^Y^t^^ ^^ 
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can help dropping back to the water after it has skimmM 
along for thirty or forty yards ? " 

Mr. Cyril Southcote pointed airily with his left hanii 
over the ship's side, where, with a flicker of fins, a dozei 
flying fish shot out of the water and fJed along the surface 
A watchful sea bird, not being impressed with the absolut 
obligation on the part of nature to help out the resource 
of human philosophers, made a swoop for the flying fis 
and secured a fine specimen. 

The little group on the deck of the steamship Cat 
narvon Castle watched the transaction, and a general laugl 
arose. 

"That young "un," remarked Captain Waring of th( 
Royal Bayonetteers, sending a puff of cigar smoke in the 
direction of the fish, which was very rapidly being assimi 
lated into the digestive system of the bird. "' 
young 'un managed to help dropping back to the water, 
anyway." 

" It wasn't exactly the one I had my eye on when 
made the remark," said Southcote, as airily as ei 
" But you see what happened to it, because it was 
clever enough to act conventionally, and as it was expectei 
to act." 

" It got chawed tjp a bit," said Waring sententiously. 

" Quite so ; you perceive the moral ? '' 
^ " Oh, come into the smoking room and have anothe 
game of poker," said Waring. " It's lime for us to have i 
deal at poker when he begins to talk of morals." 

Julian Charlton gave a little laugh, but showed no inten 
tion of moving. 

" Say that we don't perceive even so obvious a moral i 
is pointed by your incident," he remarked lo Southcote. 
' "Of course you are joking. Why, 1 do believe tha 
Waring here must perceive how aptly my contention t 
illustrated." 



ON FLYING FISH. 

's^pretty well hanged if he does," growled Waring, 
: and have a peg and a poker." 
u were giving it as your impression that a man is 
Imund to (all up to the eyebrows in love when he meets 
*ith the sole woman ouLof the millions on the earth's crust 
who — well, who is meant for him ; that's a bit clumsily 
put, I admit, but it has the advantage of being under- 
slanded of the people." 

"And that's more than can be said of Southcote's 
philosophizing. Now what about that poker?" said 
Waring. 

"You have made a very good attempt to put my humble 
impressions into a few words," said Southcote. "That 
bting so. you will certainly perceive thai that fish which 
'1^ silly enough not to return to the water five seconds 
Woncr than the others took their headers, represents the 
tnan who refuses to obey the dictates of his better nature — 
who Fancies that he will rise superior to a law that is as 
universal as the law of gravitation, and who comes lo grief 
inconsequence. Is that plain enough ?" 

"Great Ciesar ! " cried Waring, " he's trying to make 
out that that bit of a fish was sent by Providence — like 
Jonah's whale, by George — to illustrate a theory." 

" I'll not venture to suggest, Southcote," remarked Julian 
Charlton, "thai the attraction of gravitation might not 
have done for the fish as effectually as its (light through 
tpace — the maw of a shark is not fundamentally different 
from the gizzard of a molly-mawk — but I take it that you 
believe — to be more correct, that you wish us to believe 
lliat you believe — that there is no crawling in love, that it's 
111 falling." 

"Vou have hit the nail on the head at last, Charlton. 
.I'm for the long drop." 

" Oh, ilic long drop be hanged ! " said Waring, putting 
his hand through Charlton's arm while Sottttvtotc \a.\i^ti. 
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** The long drop be hanged ! Come along for that poker 
before the steward's bell rings for dinner. You're too 
good a listener, Charlton, that's what's the matter with 
you — it's the matter with both of us, and it has encouraged 
the diplomatist until he is ready to talk us out of house 
and home." 

" I'll finish this business with you another time. South- 
cote," said Charlton, suffering himself to be led away to the 
smoking room in the midships deck house of the steamship 
Carnarvon Castle, 






CHAPTER II. 

ON THE CUTTING OF CAMEOS. 

THEN Waring and his victim had disappeared within the 

deck liouse, Mr. Cyril Southcote gave a little laugh, 

Sch he meant to be expressive of the subtle enji.iyment 

I his intellectual achievements conveyed lo his own 

s. It was his belief that his intellect stood oui as a 

^te cameo does against itsdull background. If his intel- 

ft was the cameo he had no difficiiiiy whatever in assigning 

e combined intellects of his friends the position of the 

I background against which his own — clear cut and 

Bly finished lo a hair's breadth — became the more con- 

icuous. He was not a vain man ; he only believed that 

intellect was the cameo and his friends' intellects 

e background. He fell it to be his duty to see that lliis 

lely commonplace surface was not wasted. As a back- 

I it had a destiny to fulfill. He seldom felt that he 

i any reason to reproach himself for neglecting his duly, 

Rrespect of making the cameo conspicuous by keeping the 

ickground in its legitimate position. People occasionally 

i he was scarcely so clever as he seemed to be. When 

rhtspcr now and again reached him lo this effect, he was 

ajstomed to find fault with his background. It mani- 

led certain inartistic irregularities. The cameo was all 

And so he fancied that he always cut the figure 

ich he wished to cut. 

He was clever enough to be a fine art auctioneer, and 
icrupulous enough to be a statesman of the first rank. 
Be was geDerally clever, but be was sometimes good* 
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' People who had met him once or twice said they beHered 
he could do anything he aspired to do in the world, 
their opinion was correct, the result of his career was 
simply to show how modest had been his aspirations. 

People who had known him for a year said they believed 
he would yet make his mark in the world. He may have 
fancied they were right until he had entered upon his 
thirtieth year. Afterthis date, however, he was accustomed 
to smile when it was hinted to him now and again that a 
man of his cleverness should make a mark in the world, 

" My dear sir," he said upon one occasion, when he 
knew there were persons present who would be careful to 
give his phrases circulation, "there are only three men of 
whom it may safely be predicted that they will make their 
mark in the world— the man who cannot write, the mUler, 
and the chimney sweep." 

To say so much, however, was not to say distinctly that 
he did not mean to distinguish himself eventually. 

When he was thirty-two it was suggested that he should 
endeavor to make a name for himself. 

At this suggestion he also smiled ; but his smiles at thi» 
period were scarcely so bright as those of an earlier date. 

" My parents have saved me the trouble of making a 
name for myself : they have given me a very good name." 

His reply was apt. His parents had not Hiramed or 
Habakkuked away his chances in life. The name of Cyril 
Southcote was so pleasing to pronounce that people pro- 
nounced it out of the pure pleasure of the thing. After 
pronouncing it some people felt as self-satisfied as if they 
had delivered an epigram or a quotation from Swinburne. 
This being so, his name was pretty frequently repeated in 
society. 

I His father, Sir Montague Southcote, was the only one 

' who did not seem to find pleasure in uttering his name. 

Sir Montague was a general officer, a K, C. B,, aK, CM. G., 
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Ha knight of many dieiinguished orders — some niadt in 
fcllaay. others of home manufacture — and he frequently 
Ipluycd his son's name as a proper noun which required 
Kw qualified by several improper adjectives. 
Hily made by Sir Montague the center round which the 
pnless lightnings of military profanity played. 
Beople said it showed that there were some estiniablft'J 
KRs in Cyril Southcote's nature when he remained OJ^ 
ipifciiig terms with his father. 
ffbe simple fact of the matter was that the general, who * 
B distinguished himself for the energy with which he 
jlsuppressed certain native risings, for which his ailmin- 
pUian of the affairs of a particular district was alone 
Kwnsibte, believed that there was a heredity in chances 
[jKll as in genius, and he was, consequently, disappointed 
■Tliis son was not so fortunate as he himself had been in 
ping through the gamut of Itnightjy distinctions. 
mJsson had obtained in the course of ten years several 
HOmatic appointments, but had held none for any length 
■ne. He was too clever to be a diplomatist, the chiefs 
ttr whom he had served were accustomed to assure his 
br, when the general, on hearing of Cyril's periodic 
bT^ from duty, had associated that name which sounded 
Ba musical chord with the elements of the supernatural. 
Kit in spite of the fact that he was so frequently relieved 
Bl duly, Cyril managed to spend every penny of the 
pal allowance made to him by his father, and a good 

■ inore besides. It was this that caused Sir Montague 
K irritation. His son endeavored to explain to him 

■ observing men and women carefully could not possi- 
Hk called a waste of time. The general declared in 
Kpnse that it was the waste of money he objected to; 
l(he was not altogether reassured when he was reminded 
1^ son that a complete system of observations, whether 
HK aberrations of heavenly bodies or of earthly, could 
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not possibly be maintained without the expenditure of 
money. The transit of Venus, he explained — " The tran- 
sit of Venus " 

But here his father, who, it was commonly reported, 
knew more than any living man of the aberrations of this 
particular planet, became distinctly discourteous in his 
language, and once more expressed a desire that Cyril 
might be removed by supernatural agency. 

Cyril, however, got all the money he asked for. 

He was now on his way to England, after resigning his 
post of private secretary to the Governor General of the 
Castaway Islands. 

As for the men who were now engaged with a few others 
in dealing out the cards for a game of poker in the smok- 
ing room, they were in the eyes of Cyril Southcote a very 
colorless lot. Waring was a captain in the Bayonetteers, 
and Julian Charlton was a young Englishman who pos- 
sessed a considerable amount of prop^erty to which he was 
now returning after traveling over the face of the globe. 
He was perhaps a colorless man. Most white men are. 
He had no subtle theories of life, and he had not spent any 
large sums of money in collecting data that might eventu- 
ally be applied to the solution of all psychological prob- 
lems. He was content to take people as he found them, 
and without asking searching questions. 

Before Cyril Southcote had been more than a few min- 
utes leaning over the steamer's side, having lighted a fresh 
cigar, feeling that he had shown a considerable amount 
of adroitness — such an amount of adroitness as he was 
justified in expecting from himself — in turning the flying 
fish illustration, that threatened to be a fiasco, to his own 
advantage, he heard a voice beside him. 

" What was the subject of that very interesting conver- 
sation that you had with Mr. Charlton and Captain 
Waring ? " asked an agreeable voice at his elbow. 
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" It was with Charlton I was conversing, Miss Travers," 
he replied ; " Captain Waring is an officer of Bayonetteers, 
and therefore does not converse." 

" I think he talks more than Mr. Charlton." 

" Yes, talksy that is true ; but I said converse." 

" You are too subtle for me, Mr. Soutbcote. But may 
I not know what was the subject that engrossed your 
attention ? " 

" Why should you not. Miss Travers ? '* said Cyril, look- 
ing straight into the brown eyes of the girl, with a smile 
that was meant to assure her that he understood her much 
better than she understood herself. " Why should you 
not 1 We were discussing one of the simplest phenomena 
of life." 

" You said a good dinner was a phenomenon of life the 
other day," remarked Miss Travers when he paused. 
" Were you discussing what curry we shall have to-day ? " 

" Ob, something infinitely simpler — merely the phenome- 
non of falling in love." 

" Oh ! you call that a phenomenon ? " 

" For want of a better name. Can you suggest a 
better ? " 

" I would not dare to try to improve upon a word of 
your selecting, Mr. Southcote. But if it is so very 
simple as you say, what on earth was there to talk about — 
I beg your pardon — to converse about, in regard to such a 
topic ? " 

" Every woman," said Cyril, " has a personal interest in 
every conversation that goes on in her neighborhood on 
the subject of falling in love. One should not talk of acci- 
dents in the presence of a railway director." 

" I cannot at this moment see what you mean, but I 
have a vague idea that you have said something clever. 
One knows when there is electricity in the air even though 
one is not dazzled by a flash of lightning." 
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" 111 ihe phenomenon of falling ia love a woman repre- 
sents the precipice." 

" I understand now ; I knew it was in the air. But sup- 
pose there is no falling, Mr. Southcole ? " 

" Then there is no love— according to my theory." 

" Of course — accordmg to your theory." 

"Yes, I am no believer in crawling into love, Miss 
Travers. One crawls into friendship — one occasionally 
drifts into matrimony, but in love one falls." 

" How nice it must be to be a connoisseur in such 
matters, such as you are, Mr. Southcote — to be able to 
define at a moment's notice under what letter of the 
alphabet certain incidents in life must be indexed," 

Cyril did not like the way Miss Travers made this 
remark. It suggested a sneer at his wisdom. 

" It may, perhaps, be more interesting for you to learn 
that the same view of these matters is not taken by Mr. 
Charlton," he said in a low tone, after glancing around 
him, as if to satisfy himself that no one but Miss Travers 
could hear his words. 

" More interesting to me ? " said the girl in a voice that 
suggested surprise as well as inquiry. " Why should it be 
of any interest to me to learn what Mr. Charlton's views on 
this or any other subject are ?" 

" I cannot tell why it should be so," replied Cyril, with a 
very good imitation of a Frenchman's shrug. " But I can 
assure you that Charlton's profession of faith embraces the 
crawling process. His idea is that gradually and insensi- 
bly — lie did not say senselessly — a lad and a lass become 
subject to the influence of that phenomenon which goes by 
the name of love. Now sixteen days must elapse before 
we reach England." 

" Vou speak more incomprehensibly than ever, Mr. 
Southcote," said Miss Travers. " It is impossible for any 
ordinary intellect to grasp your meaning — assuming that 
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I have any meaning lo be grasped. You talk about — 
'. — crawling — influence^ phenomenon — love — 
idoess knows what — and wind up with a casual remark 
Sbuching the speed of the vessel. Now can you blame me 

r failing to understand your drift ? " 
y " I would not blame you. even if you did not under- 
^nd, Miss Travers," he replied, with a smile that was 
lant to re-assure her that her soul lay fully exposed to his 

rjdiss Travers was irritated by that smile, because she 
pew its meaning. It is almost indecent for a person to 
e yon to understand that your soul lies fully exposed to 
E scrutiny. Surely one has a right to claim a little 
^vacy for one's own soul. 

rather that you remained incomprehensible 
nn rude, Mr. Southcote," said she with quiet dignity ; 
jid lest he should have some reply ready — which would be 
tremely irritating — she walked away and reseated her- 
k^f in her deck chair, and endeavored to become more 
terested than ever in the novel which she had abandoned 
% order to take part in what seemed to be a most profitless 

rersation with Mr. Southcote, 
i It so happened, however, that the conversation was not 
Mfitless, and she was aware of this fact. She was 
atremely interested in whatever views Julian Charlton held 
on the " phenomenon of love " — as Mr. Southcote chose to 
call it. Marian Travers was the daughter of a certain 
high commissioner who had been sent out to the Cape to 
settle some question as to the delimitation of native terri- 
tory—a question which was so important that no one at 
(he Cape could understand it, consequently the Colonial 
ffice was obliged to send out a high commissioner to 
grease its importance^ — and complexity. The climate of 
e Colony suited the somewhat uncertain constitution of 
Eolonel Travers, A long residence "in livi\a.\i46.\TO.^i«^ 
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} his health and had caused him to feel now aiid again tflafe 
V he had seen his best days. He had seen his best days, 
\ consequently the Colonial Office had appointed him high 
\ commissioner. 

Miss Travers had met Mr. Charlton at a Governmeot 
I House dinner ; then he had dined at the residence of the 
bhlgh commissioner and had enjoyed some horse exerciso 
I with Miss Travers and her father upon the Flats ; and 
L when it was understood that Miss Travers was going on a 
tvisit to England tor a month or two in the company of her 
rfriend Mrs. Howard, the wife of Major Howard of the 
k Engineers, and that Mr. Charlton was taking his departure 
tbythe same steamship, no one at the Cape regarded the 
[■matter in the light of a remarkable coincidence. 

It is pretty generally understood that the development 
feof a certain friendliness between a young man and a maidea 
K^s largely, but not wholly, dependent upon their environ- 
ment. Miss Travers had not lived for many years in the 
Ittorld, but she had lived quite long enough lo have become 
r fully aware of this fact. She had good reason to believe 
Ithat a friendship which is begun on land may be consoli- 
i.dated on the sea, even though the element is by no means 
'<u£gestive of consolidation, but just the opposite. She had 
L^own of instances in whiclia friendship begun on land 
EAad developed into something very much stronger on sea. 

All the same, however, it was on the verge of insolence 
I (or Mr. Southcote to smile at her in the way he had smiled, 

■ giving her to understand that it was in his power to 
l.-Bcrutinize her very soul, It would not have been so irrita- 
pting if she could but have felt that he had failed to perceive 

■ what was on her mind, if not exactly upon her soul. But 
when it so happened that she found it necessary lo assure 
herself that Mr. Southcote was a self-conceited coxcomb 

, who flattered himself on being so extremely clever that he 

■ could scrutinize at will the soul of a young woman, when 
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as a matter of fact his powers were very limited, she knew 
that she did well to be angry. 

She felt, however, that she would be able by her future 
"bearing to prove to Mr. Southcote that he was not quite so 
clever as he fancied himself. (She actually believed that 
she could make a man be satisfied that he was less clever 
than he fancied himself to be.) The extraordinary amount 
of attention which she was paying to the novel that lay on 
her knees should, she felt, go far to convince Mr. South- 
cote that he had given himself credit for much more clever- 
ness than he possessed. 

And all this time Mr. Southcote was watching her, but 
-without giving the smallest indication of so doing. The 
result of his observation, lasting over twenty minutes, was 
to convince him that the author she had chosen was not 
altogether enthralling. He noticed that she did not turn 
over a page during this space of time. 

He felt that up to the present he had never done full 
justice to his own cleverness. He felt that he was really 
far cleverer than he had ever fancied he was. 

For having been the means of evoking so agreeable a 
reflection, he admired Miss Travers more than he had ever 
done. He had quite forgiven her for having tried to 
appear clever at his expense. 



CHAPTER III. 

ON THE captain's PROFANITY. 

IT was evening. The dinner in the saloon of the Car- 
narvon Castle had been excellent. In several subtle ele- 
ments it had surpassed even the most remarkable of the 
previous efforts of a cook who was always trustworthy and 
who was occasionally inspired. It was generally admitted 
by the saloon passengers that he had had some moments 
of inspiration during this day. 

This is what the cabin passengers thought of him. The 
second class passengers sneered at him, and occasionally 
grumbled. The seamen invariably growled at him and 
occasionally cursed him. 

The captain was sitting on a deck chair, a pretty little 
girl on a cushion at his feet, with her arm upon his knee. 
Her pretty little mother was on a deck chair placed at an 
acute angle to the captain's. At exactly the same angle 
on the other side was a Madeira chair in which Mrs. 
Howard — also a pretty woman, but not of the little type 
— was sitting. Further round was a camp stool occupied 
by a girl with very fair hair and large, soft eyes. She was 
the daughter of a gentleman who, having gracefully failed 
at the English bar, was made a judge at the Cape. Her 
name was Lily Joyce. 

The captain had promised the husband of the pretty little 
mother of the pretty little girl to look carefully after both 
mother and daughter on their voyage to England. He 
had promised the judge to look carefully after the young 
lady with the fair hair, and he had been told by Major 
Howard that his wife would look after herself, and that he 
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would be wise to let her do so. He was now carrying out 
his instructions to the letter. He was an extremely con- 
scientious man to be the commander of a large steamship 
with his heart set on breaking records. He was also a 
cautious man, and he invariably steamed at full speed 
ahead through fogs, for he was so extremely careful of the 
lives of his passengers he would not ask them to remain a 
moment longer than was absdlutely necessary in the middle 
of a fog. 

He had had a variety of strange experiences in the course 
of his life. 

He said he had hunted in Leicestershire. 

Some people believed him. 

He had had many opportunities of reading when on long 
voyages, and he had made good use of the time at his 
disposal. He was a diligent, if a desultory reader. 

He held certain theories on the subject of Hamlefs 
madness. 

He never brought his wife on a voyage with him. 

He was now sitting very much at his ease, narrating a 
pleasant little story of how he had fought some hundreds 
of pirates in the cool of an evening in the China seas. This 
was meant for the ear of the little girl on the cushion at his 
feet. At the same time he was replying to the inquiries of 
the judge's daughter as to the feasibility of the steamer's 
anchoring alongside the Tower of London in order to give 
her an opportunity of exploring that historic building pre- 
vious to going on to Westminster Abbey by a barge. Miss 
Joyce was under the impression that nearly all the passen- 
ger traffic of the river Thames was conducted on barges, 
with silken canopies aft, and sixteen rowers in fourteenth 
century costumes. Her ideas of the Thames were derived 
from an intimate acquaintance with the pictorial title of 
the Illustrated London News, 

At the same time the captain was recounXAu^ \.o ^1^, 
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Howard the last scenes in the life of a common frier^^ 
named Captain Timothy O'Connor — he was reported to fc^ 
of Irish extraction — who had been suffering from chron- — ^^ 
alcoholism and had unfortunately died when on the voya| 
to South Africa to join his regiment. 

It cannot be denied that the captain was, fully employe 
" Yes, my dear," he was saying, passing his hand ov» 
the curls of the little girl, " it was a curious position for 
man like myself, who cannot boast of being brave, to 
placed in. But when I found that I could not run away, -^ ' 
made up my mind to sell my life dearly. I was ^ 
the maintop of the bark when those yellow ruffiatr^- ^"^ 
scrambled on board. There were, I should say, thn 
hundred of them, more or less, all armed to the teeth, 
took a steady aim with my revolver, and their chief w; 
seen to throw up his arms as he fell back to the wateti ^^^ 
His lieutenant rushed forward to break in the door of th-^^^' 
deck house where I had locked my passengers. One 
again I took aim ; the ball passed through his chest an( 
striking the brass handle of the door, knocked down ai 
enormous Malay who had found an ax and was in the ac 

of I beg your pardon. Miss Joyce ? Oh, yes, I woul< 

strongly advise you not to go to an hotel in the Minorie^^ 
for the sake of being near the Tower. I am sure your^ 
friends live further west, and they can take you there any^ 
day. And so, my dear, the fight went on for some hours, 
not one of the savages having the least idea that the shots 
were coming from the maintop. They were being thinned 
down a bit toward the sunset, and what a sunset it was ! 
But there was a single cloud. It sickened me, my child, 
for it was just the color of blood, and I have always been 
absurdly sensitive in these matters. The ghastly faces of 
the hundred and fifty — more or less— Malays that were lying 

on the deck, just as I am this minute — that is, I mean 

I really cannot agree with you, Mrs. Howard ; I don't " 
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think the surgeon was so much to blame. It is a most 
difficult thing to say what should be the exact point to 
which one should reduce the drink of a man who has 
accustomed himself to a quart of Irish whisky a day. It 
is a delicate question, especially when that man meets 
the steward carrying a bottle of brandy and holds a 
revolver at his head until the transfer is made. It was 
that last bottle of brandy that did for poor O'Connor, Mrs. 
Howard. He locked himself in his cabin, and after half 
an hour we heard him singing in a slightly husky way a 
song called the * Cruiskeen Lawn.' What do you say. Miss 
Joyce — Mme. Tussaud's ? Certainly, it is a place where 
ladies are constantly seen. No, I don't think you can go 
to it by the river. I beg your pardon, dear, I am not for- 
getting you. Well, the sight of that blood-red cloud made 

me feel God bless my soul ! What's that ? " 

The captain had started up, for there sounded over the 
deck the noise of an explosion and the hissing of escaping 
steam. Up through the engine house gratings there came 
dense clquds of vapor. The captain made for the engine 
room companion and plunged into the arms of the chief 
engineer, who was rushing up the iron steps. Then the 
propeller ceased churning up the water astern, and the 
steam began to blow off by the legitimate pipe. Both the 
captain and engineer vanished in the clouds that rolled up 
from the motionless machinery. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

ON ITALIAN PROVERBS. 

THE passengers on the deck of the Carnarvon Castle were 
alert. Here at last was a Topic. With a topic life 
aboard an ocean liner assumes a freshness which passen- 
gers have long ceased to associate with life. It is the 
absence of a topic that causes so much nonsense to be 
talked on the ocean. 

It is a certain rule of life that when a man has exhausted 
every available topic of conversation with a woman, he tells 
her that he loves her. Sometimes, when the woman is 
unmarried, he asks her to marry him. It is the instinct of 
The Male, evolutionists tell us. He feels that he must 
make himself interesting to The Other. He tries to do so, 
and probably succeeds so long as a topic remains. When 
the last is exhausted he is in despair. It is then that his 
instinct tells him that by assuring her that he loves her he 
succeeds in making himself quite interesting in her eyes. 

The accidental shipment of a man suffering from an 
hereditary disease known as Delirium Tremens prevented 
the passengers aboard a steamer in which I once took a 
voyage from feeling solitary. He had a trick of creeping 
out of his berth with a knife at nights that was extremely 
enlivening. We had a clever young surgeon aboard, and he 
cured the man. 

Before we reached land we had all proposed to one 
another. 

The passengers aboard the Carnarvon Castle perceived in 
a moment that a Topic had at last come to them. Even if 
no more harm had occurred than the bursting of a steam 
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pipe it would, if used economically, provide conversation f( 
the reinainiler of the voyage. 

Cyril Southcote saw that Julian Charlton made his way to 
where Miss Travers was standing holding the ship's rail 
with her right hand, while her left was pressed to her side. 
Her face was somewhat pale, but the expression upon it was 
one of anxiety rather than actual fear. She looked very 
statuesque at the moment when Charlton hurried to her side. 

Cyril saw this from his seat at the lee of the deck house. 
He had not left his seat when all the other passengers had 
started up and had hastened to where the captain had dis- 
appeared — all except the more cautious ones, who had pi; 
themselves within easy reach of the boats, Mr, Southcote 
was not impulsive. He knew that he would learn soon 
enough what had actually happened. 

" You are not frightened," said Charlton as he approached. 

It was about an even chance, Cyril thought, whether 
Charlton would offer his hand to Miss Travers or forbear. 
That offeriug of the hand would, he felt, be the appropriate 
dramatic gesture to accompany the inquiry. 

Charlton forbore. 

"No, I don't think I am frightened," replied the girl. 
" I don't think that I am frightened — now." 

Cyril heard the words. He noticed the little pause that 
gave unmistakable emphasis to the " now." Surely Charlton 
would offer her the protecting symbol of his hand at thii 

Julian Charlton did nothing of the kind. 
" Vou are right not to be frightened. Nothing has hap- 
pened of any consequence." 

" But the engines have stopped," 
"Of course; but that is nothing to cause one to b< 
alarmed. I believe that only a small steam pipe is leaking, 
e engineer has turned off the steam to prevent the pipt 
Q bursting," 
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" It does not sound very formidable, does it, Mr. Charl- 
ton ? " said Miss Travers after a pause. 

" It is quite a trifle, I am certain," said he. " Nothing 
ever happens aboard these big steamers." 

" Is it possible that there is a tone of regret in your 
voice ? " said the girl. " Why do you want things to be 
happening ? " 

** I don't," said he. " I want things to jog along as quietly 
as possible. Jogging along is true happiness, if people only 
knew it." 

" So the Italians think: * Qui va piano va sanOy you know." 

" They are right." 

" And yet the Italians are not much given to taking long 
voyages in ocean liners." 

" No ; they have reasons of their own which outweigh the 
prospect of a quiet voyage. People who eat quantities of 
olives, and swallow macaroni stewed in grease and garlic 
are not ideal passengers by sea." 

" Mrs. Howard does not seem to possess much of the 
Italian's wisdom who invented the proverb," remarked Miss 
Travers. " She has been rushing between this and the 
fringe of the crowd round the engine room companion since 
the accident." 

Mrs. Howard was going neither softly nor wisely. She 
gave one the impression of being decidedly alarmed. She 
was hurrying past Marian Travers when she heard her name 
spoken. 

" What do you say ? " she cried. " How can you stand 
there as if nothing had occurred, when perhaps the boiler or 
something has burst ? " 

" We were discussing the proverbial philosophy of the 
Latin races," said Julian Charlton. " We find that their 
proverbs are opposed to hurry and nervousness." 

" Don't be absurd. Have you any idea of what has hap- 
pened ? Did you ever see such ridiculous fools as those 
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fbple make of themselves crowding round the engine room 
I «3ompanion ? I tried to force my way through them to sec 
■^vhat was actually the matter ; but they stood firm. It is 
the boiler, I suppose. Where would that cloud of steam have 
<:ome from if oot from the boiler, I should like to know ? " 
" I don't think it is the boiler," said Charlton. " When 
s. boiler bursts people in its immediate neighborhood are, as 
Sl rule, left free (rom all doubt as lo what has happened." 

" Bat something burst. And the captain cried out *God 
bless my soul ! " Surely that counts for something ? " 

" Certainly, unless the same recording aogel is the oflicer 
of the day as the one who did duty when my uncle Toby 
swore," said Charlton. 
" Your nncle Toby ? Don't talk nonsense. You have 
p uncle Toby. What has your uncle Toby to do with the 
j^ls, and what have the angels to do with the captain ? 
"He said 'God bless my soul !' distinctly. Look at those 
idiots standing beside that boat as if they were waiting for 
it to be launched. What fools people do become when 
anything unusual happens ! I don't suppose it is mnch, 
after all, Why don't you force your way through 
that crowd and find out if anyone is killed ? 1 never 
saw a funeral at sea. I believe it is extremely picturesque 
and touching, and ai! that sort of thing. Are you not inter- 
ested in this business, Mr. Charlton ? " 

" Not in the least, Mrs. Howard. If anything serious 
has happened we shall know about it soon enough." 

"There is Mr. Southcote," said Marian with malice in 
her heart. " He knows everything that happens in heaven 
above, and in the engine room beneath, and in the waters 
under the ship — or at least he fancies he does, He will 
.. Howard, you may be sure." 

Then 1 will go to him. Ah, it is at 
s this that a woman misses bet husbnad most_ 
[ poor Vincent were but here he would \ 
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found out all long ago. This suspense is worse than a 
fever. If we are forced to take to the boats, Marian, don't 
forget to fetch your spirits of wine for the curling tongs* 
lamp. I used my last drop this morning." 

She hurried across the deck to where Cyril was still 
seated. He had heard what Marian had said, and he pre- 
pared for the worst. 

There were few people whom he could not repel with a 
well-directed epigram. 

" Mr. Southcote," cried Mrs. Howard, " why did the 
captain shout ' God bless my soul * ? " 

" For the same reasoft the engineer turned the steam off 
the boiler with a rush into the safety valve, Mrs. Howard 
— to relieve the pressure due to circumstances." 

" Is this a time to be clever ? What on earth do you 
mean ? " 

** Profanity is the safety valve of human nature, Mrs. 
Howard," said Cyril. 

The lady gazed at him vacantly for a moment and then 
turned right round without a word and made for the sur- 
geon, who had just come up from the engine noom, and was 
pleasantly mopping his face. 

** Doctor, I am distracted with the cleverness of people, 
and I have come to you for a change. You are a sensible 
man ; tell me, in one word, what has happened. Is it the 
boiler, or something else ? Is anyone dead below ? Are 
we to return to the Cape, or to go on to England ? " 

" In one word, Mrs. Howard," said the surgeon, 
" precious little has happened to disturb anyone. It is not 
the boiler, but something else. No one is particularly hurt, 
and I believe we shall be on our way to England, home, 
and beauty in half an hour." 

" And yet the captain cried * God bless my soul ! ' " 

" Then in his name I retract the expression," said the 
«*"rigreon. 



CHAPTER V. 



THE captain followed the surgeon up from the engini 
room in about half an hour, and the chief engineer, look 
ing very g;rimy, put in an appearance shortly afterward, and 
went straiglu to the cook's galley. He got a small piece 
raw beefsteak from the cook, and returned, holding it tc 
his left temple. He went down once again to the engine 
loom, and the steam continued blowing olf through ihi 
escape pipe. 

" He has got a black eye," remarked one of the passen; 
gets, who kept their gaze riveted upon the engineer unti! 
he had disappeared, " Yes, you'll find it will be purple to- 
morrow, and a pale yellow the day after — I know everj/ 
change pretty well — until it fades away into one of thi 
new Liberty tints. There's nothing like raw beefsteak foi 
hurrying up the colors. 

Sure enough, the chromatic alternations predicted by 
the passenger took place with the utmost precision in th( 
region of the engineer's left temple. The next day hii 
(orehead was like a tropical sunset as described by Mr, 
Clack Russell more than once, and these splendors gradU; 
ally dissolved into a delicate saffron. 

Meantime, however, the exact nature of the occurrenci 
In the engine room had been found out by the passengers 
One of the steam tubes had burst, the captain explained t( 
his numerous questioners, The damage was insignificant 
bot to make the repairs it was necessary that the shi[ 
should proceed at half speed and anchor at the islam 
Lot St. Helena for the greater part of a day. The trifliiij 
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injury done to the chief engineer's forehead comprised the 
entire list of casualities due to the accident. 

The explanation satisfied all the passengers except two. 
The first was a gentleman who had tuned the piano, the 
second was a gentleman who had repaired a sewing 
machine a lady had aboard, which had failed to work as it 
should. It was not to be expected that two such mechan- 
ical experts would be satisfied with an explanation that 
was not fundamentally technical. 

They shook their heads and whispered together every 
evening after dinner ; and they hoped that all aboard 
would gather that, though they refrained from bringing 
against the captain any direct charge of deceiving the 
passengers, still, if it came to a Board of Trade inquiry, 
they 

They continued shaking their heads. 

It was only on the second morning after the accident 
that the island of St. Helena came in sight of the ship's 
company of the Carnarvon Castle; but owing to the fact 
that the steamer was going only at half speed, several 
hours had passed before the sound of the heavy plunge of 
the waves along the base of the great cliffs that make the 
island an ideal prison for a person whose aspirations take 
the form of the conquest of Europe, was heard. 

The vessel steamed within a biscuit-throw of the southern 
cliffs. They are not much to look at ; but these cliffs can 
never be approached without interest, except by such 
persons as are altogether wanting in imagination. The 
sound of a bugle rang out from one of the forts under 
which the steamer was passing, and the figures of a few 
soldiers were seen on the roadway cut in the face of the 

cliffs. 

On a deck chair on the steamer sat a youth who, at the 
first mention of the name of St. Helena, had unearthed 
from his traveling library a volume of Byron. He was 
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now engaged ill reading for an admiring circle of yawning 
girls the poem commencing 

'Tia done, but yesterday a king. 

It is a tolerably lengthy poem, but the youth droned it out 

to the very end. 

U was very fine, the girls declared. 

Tt was scarcely clearly understood that the verses 

referred Co Napoleon Bonaparte. 

Some of the listeners had an idea that the author had, 

late in life, written a very clever play called " Our Boys." 

Others were under the impression that the verses referred 
jL.to the late Emperor of the French. 

^ All were unanimous in pronouncing the poem very fine 
Hndeed ; and they sprang to their feet when it came to an 
B^ad, and left the reader alone upon his deck chair. 
■ ' While the faint mumblings of the man at the ode 
Finingled with the solemn response of tiie man at the wheel 

as the captain sang out his instructions, Cyril Southcote 

was .smoking a cigar with his back to the bulwarks of the 

ship and the bulwarks of the island. 
" For the first time," said he, " I begin to realize the 

esact spirit in which the schoolboy who was asked ' What 

is an ode ? ' replied ' Someth ing that's odious,' " 
[ " It is very funny," said Miss Travers, who had long ago 
Kbought it prudent to forget that Mr. Southcote had offended 
■her by reading her soul without first asking her permission. 
B^It is very funny ! Listen to the combination." 
I The elements of drollery were certainly to be noticed in 
Rbe mingling of the lines of the poet and the litany of the 
ntllot. The steamer was rounding a point while the reader 
nras warming to his work. The result of a blending of the < 
Kroices was somewhat droll. 

B " It is very funny," said Julian Charlton. " .^re you 
Iming ftshore irfien n'e let g;o the anchor, ^Wss'tia.Nfex^.'^" 
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Miss Travers replied that her guardian, Mrs. Howard, 
had made u[) her tnind to pay a visit to the commanding 
officer of Engineers at James' Town, and his wife, and 
intended taking Miss Travers with her on this strictly pro- 
fessional enterprise. 

"And you, diplomatist — are you going ashore?" Charl- 
ton asked of Cyril. 

The diplomatist declared with a laugh that he meant to 
remain aboard the steamer, the fact being that the deputy 
governor of the island was one of the many administrators 
whom Mr. Southcote had governed in the capacity of 
private secretary. There was a tradition at the Colonial 
Office that whenever the Secretary of Slate for that depart- 
ment bore a marked grudge against any administrator, he 
sent out Cyril Southcote to be his private secretary. 

It was generally admitted that any minister for the 
colonies who would desire a worse fate to befall his bitter- 
est enemy than to have Mr. Southcote sent to him as pri- 

Itc secretary, would indeed be implacable. 

I can without difficulty imagine a scheme of happiness 

it does not include paying a visit to any place within the 

ihere of influence — that is a strictly diplomatic phrase — of 

if Ebenezer." 

These were the exact words employed by Mr. Southcote 
explain how it was impossible for him to go ashore at 
Les' Town, 

iss Travers laughed most agreeably, and in a very 
us way, when he had spoken. She had no trouble what- 
r in laughing joyously when Mr. Southcote had made 
of, or fancied he had made use of, some phrase embody- 
ing an exquisite slight. 

She never again so far forgot herself as to he clever 
before him. It was far better to laugh joyously at his clev- 

ness. 

But when he was out of hearing she ventured to express 
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: surprise that the authorities sliould exercise so strict 
iupervisLon over the visitors to the island as necessitated 
; attendance of the deputy governor in person at the 
^es to scrutinize the face of every applicant for admis- 
m. 

" Let us hope it is not quite so bad as that," said Charl- 
iclined to thinlc that Mr. Souihcote rather 
IpVeresli mates the -extent of the political significance which 
<rould attach to an incidental visit of his to St. Helena." 

luld be of imperial importance, Mr. Charlton," 
said Miss Travers, with a little smile. " And you," she 
added after he had laughed in sympathy, " do not intend 
to make the attempt to pass the scrutiny of Sir Ebenezer ? " 
'■ I certainly do," he replied. " To me that island beside 
as has a singular interest." 

"What, you a Bonapartist — an Illegitimist ? Why, I 
fancied that all young men- nowadays were ardent Repub- 
licans — except, of course, those who have something to 
gain by being Monarchists or Imperialists." 

"I assure you my interest in the place is quite personal," 
said he. " It is painfully personal, in fact, since it begins 
fcftnd ends with oiyself," 

B "You have invested the matter with such an air of 
Bmystery — of secrecy — that one longs to learn what is its 
origin. If you say that the reason of your interest in the 
island is a secret, my longing to penetrate it will be abso- 
lutely irresistible." 
■ " There is not much of a secret about the matter, Miss 
■D'ravers ; and as for the mystery — well, I suppose that, as 
^mfe matter has a distinct bearing upon what Souihcote calls 
^B^t phenomenon oE love, we must, out of deference to his 
^^pdgmcnt, thinic of it in the light of a mystery." 
^K<*' Deeper and deeper still," said Marian, " I am now 
^Bmost afraid to ask you to reveal anything. 1 wish I were 
Hlfell out of the business. Never mind ; 1 V\\\ on\^ ^.^V'^CiNi. 
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what tlic * it ' refers to, when you say that you must look 
at * it ' in the light of a mystery." 

" I will tell you all, Miss Travers, as the women say in the 
melodramas when the author is anxious to have his last scene 
brought up to date. The * it ' refers simply to an incident 
that has always had a certain amount of interest for me — 
namely, the first meeting of my father and mother. It was, 
cuiionsly enough, on one of these rocks that they met." 

" How very interesting ! " 

" To me, yes ; but to no one else in the world." 

** Kxccpt the one to whom you are now talking. Think, 
If you were not holding me enthralled with your story 
I Hhould be compelled to talk to — I mean, to listen to, Mr. 
Southrotc. A conversation with Mr. Southcote is a mono- 
logue entertainment. Pray tell me all you know of that 
Idyl of the island. Indeed I am interested in it." 

" There is nothing more to be told. My father was a cap- 
tain of artillery, my mother was the daughter of a general 
oflFicer who had come to inspect or to do something in that 
way at the island. He was inspecting one day at a fort at the 
head of a cliff where there is a ladder — * Jacob's Ladder * 
Thomas Atkins has called it, with a stroke of that graceful 
fancy which he has at his command. Well, the general's 
daughter climbed up that ladder — it doesn't sound quite 
right, does it ? — and at the top, where she expected to meet 
her father, she became enveloped in a mist. She wandered 
about for a while until she made up her mind that she had 
conic upon the right track. She was walking briskly along — 
straight for the brink of the cliff ; in two seconds she would 
have stepped into eternity. She didn't ; she stepped into 
the arms of my father instead. He had also been lost in the 
mist, but having no father to look after he had wisely 
refrained from taking a step in any direction. That's the 
whole story. It has a suspicion of romance." 

" Oh, you have not half told the story," cried Miss Travers. 
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You have said uothiiig about the general's opposition to 
the suit of the penniless captain of artillery, who found it 
difficult to live within the limits of his pay — how the young 
couple stole aboard a steamer that carried a chaplain, and 
got married the day they left the island, and the irate father 
standing on a cliff shaking his fist at the smoke of the steamer 
that dwindled away in the distance." 

"I have not your imagination, Miss T ravers," said he. 
"The fact of the matter was that the general was a poor man 
and my father had some thousands a year besides his pay of 
eleven and eightpence a day. The marriage look place in 
England after the lapse of a year, and — well, here I am." 

"And there," said Miss Travers as the steamer rounded 
a point — " there is Jacob's Ladder." 

Charlton turned about — he had been standing with his 
back to the bulwarks — and saw on the starboard quarter 
of the steamer a precipitous cliff with a stairway built up its 
face and with a flagstaff at the summit. On the opposite 
side of the deep valley were equally precipitous cliffs, and 
in the far depths" of the valley appeared the spire of a church. 
The tinkle of the engine room telegraph brought the pro- 
peller to a standstill. Then a seaman who was calling out 
the soundings was heard all over the vessel. 

" Let go," sang out the captam.and the roar of the chain 
cable rushing out swallowed up all other words. 

The Carnarvon Castle lay beneath the grim shadow of the 
island, rising and falling as the waves rushed under her keel 
and swirled about the blades of the motionless propeller, 

" That is Jacob's Ladder indeed," said Charlton. 

" It is Jacob's Ladder indeed," said Mr. Southcote, coming 
behind him, " But you will have difficulty in discovering 
the angels ascending and descending upon it." 

" There are certainly no angels, so far as I can see," said 
Marian. 

"No, just the opposite — soldiers," said C^tW. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

- ON AN OCEAN ISLAND. 

r the summit of the cliffs attained by that wooden s^air- 

1. way two persons were standing side by side looking 

It to that great, barren waste of waters of which the island 

iecmed the center. In the little harbor that toy steamer 

f six thousand tons, the Cariianwt Caslle, lay at anchor. 

lunded by some chips of boats. 

One of these two persons was Julian Charlton, the other 

Was a girl whose name he had' nevet heard, and whose face 

Be had never seen except for the space of the last half 

She was young, and she seemed beautiful to Charlton 
'hen he had first seen her. Even after the lapse of half 
in hour she seemed beautiful to him. 
The breeze which blows over some thousands of miles 
the Atlantic Ocean to the summit of Ladder Hill, St. 
ielena, is so fresh that, when one has breathed its fullness 
ir a few minutes, nothing in the world seems to be fresh 
comparison. Even the sunset, which has usually a cer- 
.in freshness about it, appears a bizarre and meretricioufll 
iect when viewed from this place. 
And yet when Julian Charlton had swallowed more g' 
Iraughts of the breeze, he looked at the girl's face and found 
as sweet tolookupon as it ever had been since it had first 
Dme upon his view half an hour before. 
They were not exchanging a word. They were only stand- 
ing side by side drinking in the breeze with the placid etijoy^ 
of educated topers. 
"Jtwas worth coming for," said lb.egu\ar.lftn^t.U as if she 
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i a connoisseur of air, pronouncing an opinion upon 
>ecial breeze that had been recommended to her for 

iHty and body combined with bouquet, "Do you not 
It that it was worth coming (or ? " she inquired of her 

tapanion. 

'•'He turned from looking into the fresh breeze and looked 
Into her fresh face. 

"Yes," he replied. "I certainly do think that it was 
worth coming for," 

♦■But there is nothing to see here," she cried. " They 
3 us there was a splendid view from the summit. But 
fere really is nothing to see here." 

l^Not out at sea, at any rate," said he. 

pAnd certainly not in the scenery of these cli£fs," 

B added. " There is not much here beyond what we call 

nab in Australia," 

KYou have come from Australia, then," said be in a tone 
^qutry, 

" I was born there and I have never been away from it 
until now. There is nothing to be ashamed of in that ; so 
far as I have seen of the world, we in Australia are quite 
in the front rank of civilization. My father was a convict." 

She made the latter statement as if it were actually the 
strongest piece of evidence that could be brought forward 
in proof of the advanced position of civilization in Aus- 
tralia. Then she paused, apparently for him to make some 
reply- 
He had no reply ready. Young men do not as a rule go 
about the world with an answer in readiness for such 
young ladies as announce that their fathers were convicts. 

He did not even say " Indeed ! " or " Poor old chap ! " 

At the same time he refrained from giving any start, or 
from manifesting any surprise, and in the exercise of such 
self-control he considered that he had done preU^ "mcW, 

It was some time before it occurred to h\m v\iaX. "w. '«cK\i, 
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Strictly speaking, have sliowed better taste on his part if 
he had expressed some little surprise at ihe young lady's 
announcement. It is, after a!!, not quite polite to say to a, 
young lady who tells you that her father was a convict, 
" I'm not in the least surprised to hear it." 

And yet if he had not actually said those words, he bad' 
at least implied them. 

There was a little flush upon her face that was not- 
exactly of the lint laid on so delicately by the breeze. 

" I beg your pardon," she said. " Ii is absurd of me to 
talk to you in this way. What does it matter to you who 
my father was?" 

" Nothing whatever," he replied. " It affects me in no 
way." 

" I am glad of that. I did not mean to boast about my 
father." 

Did she actually mean to imply that she beliqved a cer- 
tain distinction was conferred upon a young woman who 
chanced to have a convict for a father ? he wondered. 

" I am just returning from visiting Australia," said he, 
with some anxiety to turn the conversation into another 
channel, " and I assure you that I was greatly impressed 
with all that I heard and saw. You have every reason t 
be proud of your country." 

" But I'm not," she cried. " I hate it. The people haTfi 
become civilized into narrow-mindedness. You carried your 
dress clothes about with you, I suppose." 

" I admit that I did so, wherever it was practicable." 

"Then you would get on all right. You should just 

see the way they look at a man who forgets to put on a 

dress coat when he is asked to quite a friendly littie 

' dinner." 

' " Why should they look at him so ? " 

"I don't know ; I think they fancy he means to slig:hll 
It&eiu. They are terribly suspicious that everyone th^ 
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wants to slight them. They have their own reasoc 



or it." 

And yet you think Australia is in the front r 
"'Vilized countries ? " 

" I was afraid you were going to abuse it, 1 dor 
"* hear strangers run it down." 

" Vou allow no one to speak ill of it except yourself ? " 
'* Exactly so. You see, 1 know all its strong points A 
*Gll as its weaknesses. I have a right to speak. 
People are narrow-minded and full of prejudices, and I'm 
Blad that I'm going to England." 

" Where you will find the parent stem from which ajl 
tne branches and twigs and leaves of prejudice and narrow- 
"*lndedness have spread abroad even to Australia." 

" What, you mean to tell me that people in England are 
"atrow-minded?" 

" I can assure you that you will find the parent stem a 
Sooti (Jeal thicker than any of the branches." 

The girl looked at him steadily for a few moments, 
' fien she gave a little scornful laugh. 

'"I'm fond of gardening," said she. "I'll find out all 
^bout that parent stem that you talk about. I thank you 
^Cry much for having taken charge of me to the top of ihe 
ladder. I'll just run down the steps, to poor Aunt 
^niiah." 

" If you will allow me I will go down by your side," said 
he. 

"But I thought you came up here for a purpose," 
t«narked the girl. 
" For a purpose?" 

"I mean, I thought you were perhaps one of the 
SOlJlers — an officer — and that you were going to the fort 
up Ilerc." 
pi am only a civilian," he replied. "But, to tell you th« 
^BI did come for a purpose." 
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" Of coarse ; so I can qnite easily ran down the step 
alon«." 

•■ Pray do not do so for one moment," said the man. " 
hope you nrill not thtnlc mc impudent if I ask you to ptay 
pan in a little drama with me just at this place. Don 
think me a lunatic escaped from mj keeper when I ask yo 
to be good enough to walk toward me when I stand jol 
beside that pointed rock at the edge of the cliff." 

*' It sounds mysterious," said the girl. *' But I don 
believe that you are a lunatic, and I'll walk toward you- 
not close to the brink, however," 
. " Thank you," said he. 

He went across the undulating ground covered wit 
vegetation distinctly of the type 'scrub,' and soon reache 
a rock with a spire-Hke poiat at one end and an even su 
face resembling the seat of a chair at the opposite eai 
Here he stopped and raised his hand. 

The girl, with a laugh, stepped out briskly to where I 
stood motionless. 

She was tall and beautifully shaped, and she held hi 
head high in the air as though she were listening for soiq 
voice to speak to her from above. 

As she walked the strong breeze blowing from the s\ 
forced her garments against her body and held them thei 
until every delicate curve was suggested. It also loosene 
one of the strands of her hair and sent it flowing behind he 

He watched her. 

A dozen steps brought her face to face with him. 

She paused and looked up to his face, with a little flus 
on her own, and laughed as a child laughs in the midd 
of one of those formal games that children love. 

" Well." she cried. 

"Thank you," said he ; "you gave me your hand whe 
ere climbing the ladder — will you give it to me ont 
agvn?" 
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irtainly," she replied, putting her hand frankly into 
It held it for an instant with his eyes fixed gravely 
face, " And now," slie added when he had dropped 
SI hand, "you will, I am sure, tell me why you asked 
"w to do all this. If you do not [ell me I shall feel 
that I have been extremely silly. It is bad enough to be 
siliy, but it is heartrending to- fee! that one has been 
silly." 

"That is quite true," said he. "I do not think you 
•ove need to reproach yourself in this case. It was a 
•Pilous fate that led me to this place, to this very spot, to 
tills rock with its Rat surface and its curious spire, I seem 
^ have known it ail my life, though I have uever been 
nere before. It would be interesting to know how much 
"' his own recollections a father transmits to his son in 
'"c same way that he transmits, in the most friendly 
Spirit— say, the gout or epilepsy." 

"It would be extremely interesting," said she, " if the 
Person who made the communication to you was not 
**'Bcur&ive, and inclined to stray from his text, other- 
wise ■' 

" J beg your pardon," said he. " It was at this very spot 
•*itty-one years ago that a man stood, while a beautiful girl 
^slkcd toward him just as you have done. That man was 
^y father, and the girl became my mother. They had 
.Overseen one another previously. It was in a mist, and 
^ she had not walked into his arras she should certainly 
•lave gone over the brink of the cliff. I heard the story 
"Ilea I was a boy, and I was anxious to realize the scene 
*"Jw that Fate had led me to this place." 
"And have you succeeded in realizing it?" 
" I have succeeded amply. I suppose it was part of the 
Cunningly !aid scheme of Fate that I should be given the 
•"cans of realizing the scene that took place here so manjr— 
years ago." 
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** You made a pilgrimage to this place, I suppose^ ' 
order to realize the scene.** 

** Not I. The steamer was on its way to England wl:^ ^" 
the machinery broke down, two days ago, necessitating t^l^e 
captain's calling at St. Helena for repairs. Of course ^^ 
the chance — as I called it — came to me, I took a bo-^^ 
ashore and — well, you know the rest.*' 

She nodded, with her eyes looking, not as they had beOi^> 
into his face, but out to where the sun was sinking into t.H^ 
sea, out of a cloudless sky. 

" Fate," she said, as if she were communing with hers^l^* 
" Fate." Then she looked at her companion. ** It is v^^3^ 
flattering to one*s sense of one's own importance in tX^^ 
world — in the universe, I should say — to feel that there i^ ^ 
power that puts itself to a large amount of trouble to ^^ 
one a good turn — or a bad turn, as the case may be. V"^^^, 
call that power Fate, do you not ? *' 

" Yes,*' said he. " I call everything that happens Y^^^' 
It saves one a lot of trouble.'* 

" You are not so reverent as Count Cenci,** said shi^ ^ ' 
"he referred everything to Heaven.** 

" Count Cenci lived in an age when theology was 
exact science,*' said he. 

" And we are the subjects of the greatest Mohammed 
state that has ever existed in the world," said she. " Si:* P 



, ^ 

pose we descend to level ground again — in every sen '^^ 

My aunt will think that she is being treated very bacL -^^ 

She will forget that it is Fate that is doing it all. She Hfc*^^* 



only blame us. Such is the blindness of middle-aged p^^ 
sons who have attended Sunday school during the ea^^ ' 
years of their life, and class the Mohammedans among t^ ^^ 



heathen. My aunt remains on the plain, while we are ^^ 
the heights.** ^ - 

"You are the most singular girl I have ever met," sa*-^ 
he. " What is your name ? '* 
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and yours ? " 

>w we are fairly on o 



" My name is Bertha Lancaster ; 
•• Cliarlton— Julian Charlton. Ni 
a a low level." 
|> Aloiost iti silence they descended that extraordinary 
tairvay together. Before they had completed half their 
mrney the sunset guns frotn the fort had seat the wild 
echoes flying from cliff to cliff. By the time they had 
reached the last steps the littl« town was wrapped in dim- 
ness. The lights of the shipping in the harbor were quiver- 
ing over the waves. 

On entering the hotel they were met by a rather stout, 
middle-aged lady wearing a bonnet, the strings of which 
were flying very wildly. 

" Von have been a long time, Bertha," said she ; " a long 
time. A steamer, has called at the island, and 1 have 
secured berths for the voyage to England. Miriam and 1 
have been packing for the past half liour. We must be 
aboard to. night, the agent says." 

"What is the name of the steamer, aunt?" asked the 
girl. 

*' The Carnarvon Castle." 

" Why, that is the steamer by which I am on my way to 
England," cried Charlton. "We shall be fellow.pas- 
eengeis," 
- There was undoubtedly a tone of exultation in the way he 
ide this announcement. 

irl did not give any sign of joy, however. On the 
, she turned pale and seemed distressed. There 
a a silence that lasted for close upon a minute. It was 
rticn by a laugh from the girl — a little laugh with some- 
bg of scorn in its ripples. When it had ended her face 
p not pale, but rosy. 
Dfalian Charlton had an uneasy feeling that there wassome- 
'( defiance in her lang 
could it be — what co 
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There was perhaps this inquiry in the expression of his 
face, for she turned to him quickly, saying : 

" Mr. Charlton, as it is decreed by — by my aunt, that \st 
are to be companions for some time, I must confess that 1 led 
yoii astray in what I said about my father.. It is quite true 
that he was an Australian convict ; he was sentenced to 
twenty years* transportation for a forgery of which he was 
innocent. Six months after he arrived at the convict station 
they found the man who was really guilty and they gave 1 
my father a free pardon for the crime he had not committed, 
and a thousand pounds to compensate him. I assure y^^ 
I have found that phrase, *my father was a convic^» 
extremely useful in weeding out all false friends — especi^-^^J 
in Australia." 

" And you hoped to weed me out as well ? " 

" I have asked you to pardon me." 

" I can do so with a clear conscience, not having l>^^' 
weeded out." 

" Now we can plant our feet firmly on the ground," &^^^ 
she. " We a^e on a low level, not on the heights." 



CHAPTER VII. 

ON THE LIEBIG PRINCIPLE. 

THE middle-aged lady with the flying bonnet-strings, that 
suggested earnest packing of trunks, had been found 
two hours before, sitting in a very forlorn attitude and breath- 
ing very hard, on one Qi the steps of Jacob's Ladder by 
Julian Charlton as he made the ascent. She had only 
mounted about sixty steps, but clearly that sixty had been 
enough for her. She looked very forlorn as she clutched 
the hand rail, and was quite oblivious to the fact that she was 
displaying an entire boot of a rather large size, with elastic 
sides considerably worn, and quite three inches of woolen 
stocking, resembling in its creases the folds of a fasting boa 
constrictor. 

Mr. Charlton did not laugh when he came upon this 
picture. He raised his hat as he made the attempt to step 
over the prominent boot that rested on the plank of the stair- 
way beneath that on which the lady was sitting. 

She looked at him rather anxiously, and then glanced up 
the long slope of steps that suggested a drawing book 
illustration of the principles of perspective. Charlton could 
see in outline against the sky a figure that did not seem any- 
thing like so stout as the obstruction in front of him. 

" Sir,*' sobbed the obstructive lady, and then continued 
sobbing for breath, until Mr. Charlton wondered how the 
hooks and eyes of her jacket could stand the strain. They 
were creaking audibly. ** Sir." After a few minutes she 
was able to say a word or two — mostly monosyllables — and 
to let Mr. Charlton know that she and her niece had 
attempted the ascent of the ladder. " She said it would be 

39 



■ 4° "/ FORBID THE BANNS!" 

I good fun,"rcmarked the lady ruefully. " Maybe shefoni 
I it so. I didn't. There she is up there, here am I where she 
\ left me lo rest. I promised to follow her when I Lad rested. 
I Sir, I will never follow her. Perhaps if you are going up 
I you would be good enough to tell her that her aunt — I am her 
I aunt, Mrs. Hardy is my name— will return to the hotel and 
K wait for her there. Tell herro tukegreat carehowshecomes 
I l)8ck. It must be awful coining back. Maybe you would 
■'look after her, sir. She is a (atiierless and motherless girl, 
E and I am her aunt." 

I This list of the giri's misfortunes was plainly stated by 
vfhe lady to inspire the pity of the stranger. The plan was 

■ a distinct success. 

L He looked at the aunt and had a profound pity for the 

Eniece. 

B He promised to convey the message, and he agreed to 

■ took after the niece. 

I He had looked after her — a long way — for the nest 
f twenty minutes. Then he found himself by her side at the 
Lsummit of the ladder. 

■ And now he was seated in the stern of a boat, steering 
Kfor the anchor light of the Carnarvon Castle, with the aunt 
BDn one side of him and the niece on the other, a confused 
BiJDasB of trunks and portmanteaus lying in the bows. 

V On the way to the steanier Mrs. Hardy explained to 

■ Charlton that she and her niece were on their way to 

■ England, and that her niece was prolonging the voyage by 
I visiting every place at which a steamer put in. They had 
KiKen to Calcutta, Ceylon, Bombay. Natal, Cape Town, and 
f,1astly St. Helena. They had remained a week at almost 
feerery port. That was too short a time for most places, 
llifaut too long for St, Helena, and they had agreed that it 
Irwoutd be well to take their passages in the first steamer 
■ibat might call at the island on the way to England. 

K She had just concluded the account of their itinerary 



ON THE LIE BIG PRINCIPLE. 

"Iitti the boat ran alongside the steamer, and Mr. CharJ 
'i^stsned to help the lady, her niece, and their maicf 
'lie iuiid rail. 

" Thank goodness ! these are the last steps I'll secfl 
some time, except the cabin stairs ; and I'm not SQrf]u| 
'' ; steps don't suit me, Mr. Charlton." 

None of the passengers on the deck of the CarwtH 
^^flf had time to notice the arrival of the boat which Mr. 
t-fiarlton had steered alongside. The fact was that Mrs. 
Howard had brought with her from the shore two officers 
" Engineers— one of them with his wife — and Captain 
"Sritig had also been accompanied by some members of 
the garrison of St. Helena, who had lost no time in making 
"•^ acquaintance of all the passengers who wore frocks. 

^Vhen a young man — or, for that matter, an old man — 
^s been stationed for over a year — or, for that matter, 
""er a month— at such a place as St. Helena, anything 
"^t wears a gown is welcomed by him with indiscriminate 
^''Ihiisiasm. If a young woman wishes to be appreciated 
^ ^ point within measurable distance of what she conceives 
'^ be her own value, she should make a call at the island 
"'' St. Helena. 

"I'he occupants of the deck of the Carnarvon Castk were 
^Q deeply engrossed in their own affairs to have a moment 
^ give to so ordinary an incident as the approach of 
r'^other boat. They were standing and sitting and stroll- 
about fore and aft in companies of two and three. 
^^^ were leaning together in places of fascinating 
S'Oora, watching the little waves climbing up the sides of 
"^e steamer. All were deeply engrossed in their own 
*^airs. 

"Love-making on the Liebig principle," said Cyril 
***mhcote, waving his hand airily around as Charlton 
^^led himself close to the hammock chair on which he 
L^^osed, far enough aft to run no chance of being tripped 
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over by any of the promenaders on the deck. " 
making on the Liebig principle." 

" The Liebig principle ? " 

" Yes — extraordinary compression. Half a dozen a 
boiled down into a half-pint jar — as much love-makin 
would do duty for six months compressed into half an h^ 
— that's the Liebig principle." 

Charlton laughed quietly and felt for his cigar case. 

"You are, as usual, observing your fellow-creatures," 
remarked as he seated himself on one of the fixed seats. 

" They are entertaining, these fellow-creatures," s^ 
Cyril. " That group in the center is particularly ent^rtai 
ing. The youth in the mess jacket is a lieutenant of s^ 
pers. He has been trying to lure Miss Travers away frc 
the side of Mrs. Howard, but he has made no progress 
yet. He has just been assuring her that he knows of 2 
extraordinary view of the rocks above the wharf that heca 
point out to her if she only steps forward with him. SI 
told him that moonlight views made her feel melancholy- 
they always suggested to her a churchyard in a book < 
German prints. Then he offered to show her how pho 
phorescent the water is alongside the vessel. It was i 
use. She never could bear phosphorescent water, si 
declared — it put her in mind of Burne Jones and the Gro 
venor Gallery, she said, by way of explanation. The sa 
per didn't seem satisfied." 

** Odd that he wasn't satisfied." 

" Isn't it ? Then I have been noticing how the elder 
Sapper has had his eye upon Miss Crawford, but his wi 
has her eye on him, and every time he has shown a tern 
ency to steal away from the group, she has nipped it in tl 
bud. Oh, they are all most entertaining to me ! Why, 
you only watch the skipper you will find the study to repj 
you. I heard him narrate in the most liberal spirit, to tl 
stout surgeon major over there, the particulars of th 
famous run he had in Leicestershire. It actually appean 
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^•r-e that he fancied the surgeon major believed every 
wc»rd, I have often wondered if Ananias was a hunting 
man. Hallo! the central group is breaking up. " 

The engineer had just announced to the captain that 
the repairs to the faulty steam pipe were finished, and that 
Steam was got up in the boilers. The watchful wi/e of the 
major of engineers was giving directions lo have their boat 
brought up to the hand rail, and her husband was almost 
resigned to the dreary waste of a life of conjugal fidelity. 
He only glanced furtively every now and again at the 
attractive Miss Crawford, whose side he had made such 
persistent efforts to reach. 

The lieutenant of engineers was beginning to regret 
__ that iie had wasted his time with Miss 'I'ravefs, His eyes 
Sought out all the gloomy nooks about the deck houses and 
'he bulwarks of the steamer, and, so far as he could judge, 
the other members of the garrison who had paid a visit to the 
Carnarvon Castk had not been losing their trme, The sound 
"f the getting up of steam allowed the sound of the low 
"Pples of laughter that meant so much to the appreciative 
*3rs of the scientific officer, to broaden with impunity. He 
heard the sounds of this light-hearted and innocent mirth, 
*"d he had very bitter thoughts in his soul regarding Miss 
Travers. There was no innocent mirth about her. She 
^^ little better than a prude, he declared In his bitterness, 
'°f he was very angry and wished to think the worst of her. 
Another steamer was not due for ten days. 

^'hile Mrs. Howard was saying an affectionate farewell 
to the wife of the major, the major fancied he saw a, favor- 
Sole opportunity. He pretended that someone was calling 
"'W from the dark places under the bridge. He was hur- 
"^"ig in the most professional way into the darkness when 
■"s wife called to him in her strident tones : 
" Algernon, come back at once. Do you hear me ? Come 
k." Then turning to her friend, Mrs. Howard, she added 
mfidential tones : " Prevention is bett&t tha.'o. c\it&." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

ON SHADOWS. 

THE Carnarvon Castle was once again under weighs 
The last of the boats had been cast off, and the mirth- 
ful young ladies, who had been watching the phosphorescent 
waters so kindly pointed out to them by their visitors from 
the island — they had qualified for the arduous duty by a 
residence of considerable duration ashore — were feeling 
almost sad. . 

The moonlight was quivering over the white swirling 
waters in the wake of the steamer, and smiting the face of 
the cliffs with its silver lances. Julian Charlton stood with 
his eyes fixed upon that dark line that marked the course 
of Jacob's Ladder up to the summit. 

He wondered if he had ever dreamt that he had been 
standing one evening upon the uneven ground at the sum- 
mit of the cliffs, with a figure who had been in his dreams 
for years by his side. 

Then the steamer's course was altered, and Ladder Hill 
was slowly slipping into the shadow of the headland round 
which the steamer was passing. 

It was gone, and he was feeling more strongly than 
before that he had had a dream of being at the summit 
with the mist-like form of many a dream by his iside. 

He turned away from the barren island with something 
like a sigh. A figure was standing behind him — the pleas- 
ant, but, in the engineer lieutenant's eyes, not sufficiently 
plastic, figure of Marian Travers. 

" We had a delightful run ashore," said she. " We paid 
a visit to Mr. Southcote's old friend. Sir Bbenezer. A 
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dftligtitfal old gentleman he is, Anything more cruel 
than Mr. SoathcoCe's treatnaent of so inoffensive a person 
I cannot imagine. I don't know how he liad the heart to 
do it. It was as bad as taking advantage of a child. I 
have seen some guileless administrators, but none that 
could approach Sir Ebenezer." 

" Did he write his name in your birthday book, Miss 
Travers, or give you a cabinet portrait of himself in the 
character of Wordsworth's Father William V 

"\ will not listen to your scoffing, Mr. Charlton, Sir 
Ebeneier is my ideal of a graceful old gentleman. He 
is a most graceful administrator. He plays the zither 
very prettily." 

" Then I gather that we need not be apprehensive of 
a revolutionary outbreak at St. Helena just yet ? " 

•■ I believe that the people worship him. His speech at 
the opening of a bazaar at James' Town is being published 
in pamphlet form. It is expected to have a great influence 
upon the course of modern thought. He assured us that 
it was entirely non-political. There was not a word in it 
that any foreign power could take exception to. He colors 
photographs very nicely, and his collection of ferns is one 
of the largest in the island." 

"His is indeed a notable career. Has he no vices to 
jive him ar interest in life ? '* 

" He plays Wzique." 

" That is the little leaven. Sir Ebenezer is human, after 

all." 

" And you, Mr, Charlton," resumed Miss Travers ; "did 
you carry out your ideas of a pilgrimage ? " 
I went up the ladder. Miss Travers." 
" And you stood at the summit, where that scene about 
h you were telling me was enacted — how many years 



0?" 



'hitty-one years ago. Yes, I stood there." 
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" How interesting !. I can easily fancy the vision 
^ came before your eyes. 

Slie was speaking seriously. He could perceive that she 
uwas really interested in what he had told her regarding the 
Poieeting of his father and mother. 

"Yes," she continued after a little pause which he did 
[■ not think necessary to break, " Yes, you stood there at 
the brink of the cliff, and you saw coming toward you a 
beautiful girl — her face flushed with the exertion of climb- 
ing, and her fair hair flying about her shapely head, as the 
' breeze from the ocean rafi the tender fingers of a mother 
I through those loose tresses," 

" Good God ! " cried Charlton, starting from the bul- 
Jwarks against which he had been leaning, and staring at 
I Marian Travers. He recovered himself in an instant, and 
I gave a laugh. He wondered if the amiable Sir Ebenezer 
r added a Hltle astronomy to his other blameless accomplish- 
I inents — if he possessed a trustworthy telescope, by the aid 
L of which the summit of Ladder Hill might be raade visible 
Ifrom Government House. He had heard of the imagina- 
fr.tion of young women being stimulated by the aid of 
L-sppIied science. 

" Pray go on, Miss Travers," he said. " Pray tell me all 
\ that 1 saw at the summit of the hill. I should like to be 
[.provided with a complete list." 

"If you did not see all that I have told you of, you must 

t have a singularly weak imagination," said Miss Travers. 

" I cannot understand why young men who chance to be 

Englishmen should be ashamed to acknowledge that ibey 

have brains or imagination." 

" I cannot understand it any more than yourself. Miss 
Travers ; but whether we understand it or not, they are," 
said Charlton. 

" Now, do you mean to tell me that you went up to that 
Ijlace, where your father and your mother met in so roman- 



a way, and yet failed to see before you the picture 
wiltch I had barely outlined when you interrupted me with 
'"at irreverent exclamation ? " 

1 mean to tell you nothing of the sort, Miss Travers. 
^ mean to admit that 1 saw before me exactly such a figure 
^® your words suggested." 

" Oh, you admit it," cried the girl triumplianily. " My 
• oiagination — such as it is — did not mislead me. You saw 
'he beautiful picture that was seen by your father so many 
years ago ? " 

** My father saw nothing," said Charlton. " He cOuld 
*iot see a yard ahead of him on account of the mist," 

*• I quite forgot the mist," said Miss Travers in atone of 
•despondency. " It does not matter," she added after a 
Pause. " We can say that so strong was hts presentiment 
*-*f his coming fate that he pictured the figure coming 
[to^irard him." 

And I," said Charlton gravely, " I had no presenti- 
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Presentiment ? Of what ? " cried the girl. 
'*0f my — what did you say just now? — Fate— that was 
y*>ur word." 

*' Not your fate, your father's fate — to meet on the sum- 
"*itof that hill the girl who was afterward to be part of 
"'S life — that was his fate, not yours." 

'* Yon cannot give me a word of hope, Miss Travers ? " 
Wiss Travers gave a little flush — it was not visible in the 
•r*oon light. 

*' Hope," she said in a very low tone. " You ask me for 
* ^ord of hope ?" 

*■ You were good enough to draw a picture of a figure 
which you say I saw at the summit of that hill. You told 
tfle it was a benuiiful girl. Is she ever to remain on the 
Sleights, while 1 walk alone through the lower tracks of the 
«atih beneath?" 
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** Ah," said Miss Travers in a tone that seemed like th^ 
expression of a sigh. " Ah, she was a shadow. Do y^^ 
ask me to give you some hope that a sh&dow shall becoDC^^ 
part of your life ? " 

" Is she nothing more than a shadow ? " 

" She is the embodiment of the mist in which people ar^ 
occasionally lost on those heights." 

" And yet happiness came out of that mist into my father*s 
arms." 

" Oh, Mr. Charlton," cried the girl at length, " do not take 
things so seriously, I entreat you. I withdraw that shadow 
from your life which I said you had seen up there. I will 
be as definite as a hypnotizer, and you must be as docile as 
his subject ; I now tell you that you saw no shadow on the 
heights ; you must agree with me fully, if you are to play 
the part of the subject gracefully." 

" I am only too happy to agree with you. Miss Travers : 
I saw no shadow." 

" Then I further command you not to speak in so lugu- 
brious a tone of voice. Don't think of the shadow on the 
heights, but of the flesh and blood on the lower and more 
level lands. I speak as a hypnotizer." 

" Alas ! Alas ! " said he. " The shadows are more real 
than the substance. The shadows appear in the mist, and 
one breathes the mist until the shadows become part of one's 
life." 

" More parables ? " 

" A parable is the shadowed image cast by the substance 
truth." 

" As saith the copy books," remarked Mr. Southcote, who 
had come up behind the two figures standing at the bulwarks 
gazing at the two highest hills of the island — Lot and Lot's 
Wife. " How have you fallen to so low a depth as that in 
which the ethical buds bloom among the leaves of the copy 
book?" 
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H^^l'belleve that Mr. Cliarltoii has found the Jacub's 
H^dder of St. Helena as mysterious as the original seen by 
Btee patriarch," said Miss 'I'ravers. "He has breathed the 
Hunbrosial atmosphere at the summit, and he cannot bring 
Jft tRself to partake o( the ordinary fare of earth." 
^K " I found him very ordinary when I was talking to him 
Hut now," said Southcote. " He is not too bright and 
^Kodfof human nature's daily food — when conscientiously 
Koked." 

Hr " Or human nature's nightly drink," said Captain Waring, 
^pWhat do you say to a split soda, Charlton, old man, to be 
^bllowed by a quiet iittlu poker ?" 

Hk" Southcote will split with you," said Charlton. " As for 
Bae poker— well, I'll not play to-night." 
Ht •' I don't see why the deace a fellow shouldn't have a 
Bjiendly game after a few hours ashore as well as on any 
^Hier night," said Waring. '■ It's not so much of a place 
^Herall — that lump of rock over there," and he steadied 
^^Biself against a stay with his left hand, while he pointed 
^Rt with his right, somewhat dreamily, the exact place to 
Hnich he was alluding, lest his friends might make any mis- 
^Hke. "What's Saint 'Lena that it should knock a fellow 
off a poker ? Hanged if there aren't friends of mine that 
Have bigger rockeries in their back gardens than the whole 
_^ture over there — there." 

K This time he steadied himself with his right hand and 
Kbdeavored to take a perfect aim with his left at the island, 
Httir be seemed greatly afraid that his friends might take up 
^Bl meaning wrongly and fancy that he was casting a slight 
^Rpn quite another part of the world. His attempt to 
^■ont out the island was not quite successful. " 'Scuse me, 
^^bsE Travers, but this beast of a boat is jerky — if the 
^Efpper would only run up a (rys'l to steady her I'd point 
^Hn out the place I mean. Anyhow, 1 bear no malice, so 
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He felt his way along the deck very cautiously for afe^ 
steps, then he returned to the group. 

" On secon' thoughts," he murmured, " I'll not split the 
soda ; I'll drink it all. Go'-night, Miss Travers. I knew 
your father well. Gawbless you ! I'll point you out the 
island in the morning." 

Miss Travers, as she lay in her berth that night, began 
to try to account for the undoubted change that had taken 
place in Mr. Charlton's manner between the time of his 
leaving for the island and his reappearance upon the 
deck of the Carnarvon Castle, She felt that he had been 
more than interested in her when they had had their long 
rides together at the Cape, and she believed that the week 
they iiad passed aboard the steamer had strengthened his 
regard for her. She had actually made a rough, perhaps 
an unconscious, calculation that should this process of con- 
solidation be maintained for the remainder of the voyage, he 
would probably propose to her before the Bay of Biscay 
would be reached. 

She rather hoped that he would do so before they 
reached the Bay of Biscay. She had had some experience 
of the bay, and she had no confidence in the possibility of 
any man's determination surviving the passage of the Bay 
of Biscay. A man has no stomach for love making, or, 
indeed, for anything else except pale brandy and captain's 
biscuits, from the time the vessel passes the latitude of 
Gibraltar until the English Channel is reached. 

But since Mr. Charlton had gone ashore, returning to 
the steamer unobserved by anyone aboard, he had suffered 
a change. She could apprehend the change, though she 
could not define it — definitions are coarse, rough and ready 
methods of making certain matters plain to the common- 
place understanding. There are some people who are so 
constituted as to be unable to perceive a want of cordiality 
on the part of a man unless he swears at them. 
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Marian Travers was not one of those people. Mr, Charl- 
ton had been quite as cordial in speaking to het after the 
last of tlie visitors had left the ship's side and the moonlit 
rocks of the island were becoming more indistinct every 
moment as he had been in the morning. And yet she felt 
that a change had passed over him. 

Could it be, she wondered, that he had seen that yonng 
officer of engineers by her side? Could it be that he 
faacied that she was devoting herself to that young 
mail, after the fashion of the greater number of the girls 
on the same deck in regard to the other young men, who 
were paid for maintaining St. Helena as a British depen- 
dency in the face of the other Powers that are consumed 
with jealousy at our good fortune in possessing such a 
treasure? 

Could it be that Charlton was actually jealous of the 
sapper ? 

She rather hoped that it was a case of pique. It would, 
indeed, be a healthy sign if he were actually piqued on 
account of the officerVattentions. 

She began to feel really happy, as any good girl would, 
she became impressed with the idea that, after all, 

itbing but jealousy was the matter with Charlton. She 

id not lived very long in the world, but there are some 

'eat truths that are apprehended without the aid of a vast 
varied experience. One of these — perhaps not the 

realest, but still an eminently useful one — is that the 

iurse of true love is marvelously accelerated by the intro- 
duction of a little jealousy. 

She knew that there is nothing so bad for a husband or 
BO good for a lover as a little jealousy. It acts upon lovers 
as mulching acts upon roses — it brings them on. 

She went to sleep, being almost satisfied that the change 
which she had noticed in Charlton was only the result of a 

;tle healthy jealousy. 
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For if the feelings of women are rarely astray, ^^ 
judgments are frequently awry. Marian Travers felt tl^^^ 
Charlton had changed. Here she was right. She jud^^'i 
that the origin of this change was jealousy. Here she i^^as 
wrong. 

As for Charlton himself, he went to sleep filled with 
longing for the morrow. 



CHAPTER IX. 

ON A DECK CHAIR. 

IT was the habit of some of the passengers aboard the 
Carnarvon Castle to take a stroll on deck every morning 
before sitting down to breakfast. Most of them did no 
more than lounge about the wheel. Others were deter- 
mined to carry out a fell scheme of walking two miles 
every morning, calculated by a tape measure on the prome- 
nade deck of the steamer. 

Mr. Charlton was one of the passengers who had never 
been known to appear five minutes before the ringing of 
the breakfast bell. Miss Travers was one who had never 
been known to miss a ten minutes* stroll, whatever the 
weather might be. 

When Miss Travers passed out of the deck house this 
morning and reached the deck, she was unconscious of the 
grateful breeze that came upon her face. She was uncon- 
scious of everything about her save that Julian Charlton 
was seated on one of the ship's carpet stools, face to face 
with a young girl, who occupied Charlton's own hammock 
chair, and with a middle-aged lady, inclined to be stout, 
who occupied a stronger seat — one that had clearly been 
designed to afford repose without risk to a person above 
the average weight. 

Mr. Charlton was engaged in conversation with the 
younger lady, and his cheeks as well as hers were glowing 
with animation. 

He had never been on deck before breakfast since leaving 
Table Bay. 
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He had never unfolded his chair for the accommodati^^ 
of a fellow-passenger since leaving Table Bay. 

The girl was extremely pretty. 

The thoughts of Miss Travers had this sequence as ^"^^ 
stood at the door of the deck house ; and as her thougl^^^ 
came, her heart stood still. 

Where on earth had they come from ? She had heard 
persons being picked off rafts by steamers after undergoif*^ 
terrible hardships : had these strangers come aboard i^ ^ 
steamer in this wise ? 

They did not look like it. The elder lady did not lool^ 
in the least like a person who had been rescued at the last^ 
moment from the results of a protracted regime of starva- 
tion. The younger had a bright complexion, and her lips 
were like red coral. Her dress fitted her to perfection. 

That was the worst of it. 

Where on earth had they come from ? 

It did not take Marian Travers long to see all that was 
to be seen of this strange occurrence, and to ask herself 
every question possible to be asked regarding the myste- 
rious appearance of the two ladies — one of them in the 
chair which Julian Charlton cherished fox his own accom- 
modation. Curiously enough, all her observations and 
reflections were crystallized into the one thought — the girl's 
dress fitted her to perfection. 

'I'he result of that one thought was not to impart artistic 
gratification to Marian Travers* bosom. 

And it was only the previous night that she had felt grati- 
fied at the reflection that Julian Charlton was becoming 
jealous ! 

She took a few steps down the deck away from where the 
group were sitting. A voice sounded behind her — the voice 
of Captain Waring. 

" Miss Trovers," said the voice, " may I ask you as a 
friend to tell me if I was very drunk last night ? " 
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**Cerlainly you were not, Captain Waring — not very," 
she replietl without hesitation. 

" Thank you," said he polilely. " It was my own impres- 
sion that I wasn't so sober as to cause people to make 
remarks about it ; at the same time I felt that I wasn't 
uninterestingly drunk. Then will you tell me how I came to 
miss seeing that ? " and he pointed over his shoulder in the 
direction oC the group of three which had so surprised Miss 
Travers — a group of four it might more appropriately be 
termed, for the boot of the elder lady, which forced itself 
into prominence, might claim to be regarded as a distinct 
entity, not susceptible of being absorbed into its own sur- 
roundings. 

" Do not blame yourself, Captain Waring," said Marian. 
" I assure you that our new passengers came aboard with- 
out my having the slightest knowledge of the fact, I never 
was so surprised as when I came on deck just now and saw 
til em sitting there." 

" Bui think what it was to me, Miss Travers, when I saw 
them come out of that door a quarter of an hour ago, fol- 
lowed by one of the boys with the deck chair, which the 
mother — she looks motherly — so ably fills. It has the 
build of a weight-carrier, that chair. 1 was staggered, I 
can tell you — I felt that it would have been no surprise to 
me if I had found myself remonstrating with oneof the life- 
boats for following me about the deck. I felt that I must 
be breaking np quicker than ordinary, especially as Charl- 
ton hastened to meet them and greet them as if he had 
known them all his life — the young one in particular. Yes, 
I fell that I was only separated by a thin line from the 
black cat stage — I give you ray word I felt that I would be 
seeing the black cat next." 

"I dare say Mr. Charlton met them in the course of his 
ravels," said Marian ; "and when he found them at St. 

^etia he renewed their acquaintance," 
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"And perhaps persuaded them that this tub is far and 
away ahead of all the Castles that sail the seas, so thai they 
couldn't do better than take berths aboard. Just like what 
Charlton would do. Look at the young one," 

Miss Travers glanced in the direction of Bertha, and she 
could scarcely fail to agree with Captain Waring that if 
Mr. Charlton had used whatever power of persuasion he 
had at his command to induce the two strangers to join 
the ship's company of the Carnai-von Castle, such a course 
would by no means be inconsistent with human nature. 

This was not exactly how Waring had put it ; but it was 
probably what he meant. 

" Mr. Charlton brought them aboard last night," 
whispered someone who had just come on deck behind 
Waring and Miss Travers. The new arrival was Miss 
Crawford, the very attractive young person whose side the 
major of engineers had exhausted all his knowledge of 
modern strategy to reach. She was the daughter of Mr, 
Lionel Crawford. He was a literary gentleman who had 
been for some time engaged upon his magnum opus, which 
it was understood took the form of a political key- to 
" Alice in Wonderland." He had been ordered a long 
voyage for the benefit of his health, which had naturally 
suffered through the undue application to his desk entailed 
by the conscientious discharge of his self-imposed task. 
" Yes, he brought them aboard last night. I found out all 
about them from Mrs. Robinson." Mrs. Robinson was the 
stewardess, and she was generally found to know ail about 
everyone. "They are Australians; the stout one is Mrs. 
Hardy, the other one is a Miss Lancaster. They have a 
maid ; her name is Miriam. 'Sound the loud timbrel o'er 
Egypt's dark sea ! ' " 

Where's the maid ? " asked Captain Waring, for whom 
first chord of interest had been struck. " Where's the 
Id?" 
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"How should 1 know. Captain Waring?" said Miss 
Crawford siifRy. " I don't think her so very pretty." 
" VVhu^lhe maid ? " inquired Waring. 
Miss Crawford took no notice of the inquiry. 
" Do you think her so very pretty, Marian ? " she asked 
of Miss Travers. 

" Extremely," replied Miss Travers quickly, though she 
had by do means made up her mind on the subject. 

'■ // cannot really have been a ease betiveen her and Charl- 
'■»«, or she would be down on the new girl," thought the 
artless Captain Waring. 

'* Marian Travers' t's a elever young woman," thought the 
far from artless Miss Crawford. 

And there sat Julian Charlton on the uncomfortable 
*^rpet stool, engrossed in conversation with that hatefully 
Pi"etty girl who lay back in a shockingly graceful way in' 
Chariton's own chair. No one in the group gave the least 
^tteiuion to any of the other passengers. They seemed 
altogether independent of their human surroundings. 

A conditioH which was very exasperating to some of 
^^ ese surroundings. 

Then the bell rang for breakfast, and at the first sound 
''•e young woman leaped to her feet out of Charlton's 
'■'^air in a way that plainly suggested a good appetite. 

The excellence of the aunt's appetite was suggested by 
*^« tardiness of her movement. 

So soon as the aunt and the niece were on their way to 
***« companion, Charlton quietly picked up the book which 
**^rlha Lancaster had allowed to slip to the deck from her 
*^»^ee. She had brought out the book with her from the 
^^bin, but circumstances had prevented her from reading 
'*■- Charlton, after picking it up, laid it gently, almost 
^^verently, down upon his own chair thai the girl had 
"Occupied. 

roa flaw the 



\ 

58 "/ FORBID THE BANNS r* 

It suggested to her his desire to appropriate the girl who 
had last sat in the chair. 

If so sensible a young woman as Miss Travers had otv^5 
reflected for a moment she could not have failed to p^*^' 
ceive the extraordinary weakness of the chain of reasoni'^^ 
which led her to accept the act as indicative of such ^-^ 
intention on the part of Julian Charlton. 

He had only desired that the girl should appropriate tl^^ 
chair. Surely this was not equivalent to the suggestion ^-^ 
a desire to appropriate the girl. 

But then Miss Travers did not reflect. Women do t> ^^^ 
reflect — they feel. This is why many tears are shed. 
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NOT until everyone had been seated for some time at 
the tables in the saloon of the Carnarvon Castle, and 
the Dutch clergyman, who was among the passengers, had 
said grace in French — not because that language is gener- 
ally regarded as the mother tongue of theology, but because 
bis English was ridiculous, and because the majority of the 
Englishmen whom he had met regarded Cape Dutch as the 
mother tongue of Beelzebub, and only adapted to such the- 
Qlogical expressions as are essential to a malediction — not 
until the curried oysters had almost all been appropriated, 
did Mr. Charlton descend and hasten up to the side of the 
table at which he was accustomed to sit. 

If he had been a designing man, Cyril South cote thought, 
he would certainly have been on the spot in order to make 
provision for obtaining a seat next the very pretty girl who 
had been sitting in his deck chair. 

" I'm afraid I most ask you to sit a little further down 
the table, Mr, Charlton," said the chief steward, following 
him up the saloon. 

" Eh, what do you say, Robinson ?" said he, "A change 
in seats ? Oh. yes, to be sure. Well, where are you going 
to put me, Robinson ? " 

" Here, sir," said the steward, twisting round one of the 
chairs for Charlton's accommodation. " If you had been 
here sooner, sir, I would have asked you if you minded the 
change." 

" All right, Robinson ; don't make a fuss," said Charlton. 
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" I place myself unreservedly in your hands. Is this the 
seat ? •■ 
8|^^^ " If you please, sir." 

^^^L It may possibly have caused some pleasing emotion to 
^^^Klr. Charlton to discover, as he did with a lilLle gesture of 
^^^Bufprise, so soon as he had seated himself, that the passen- 
^^^Ker on his right was Miss Lancaster. 

^^^B " That trick cost him jusC a sovereign," murmured Cap- 
^^^Kain Waring, who had paused in the midst of his crayfish to 
^^B'watch the transaction. 
^^H He was wrong. 

^^r It was only half a sovereign that the adroit Mr. Charlton 
had placed in the rebctaiU hand of the chief steward early 
in the morning, with a hint that if it could be made quite 
consistent with the etiquette of the saloon — a branch of 
knowledge of which the steward was master — to allow him 
J^o sit next to the young lady whom he had brought aboard 
Lthc previous evening, he should not feel greatly morti- 
ied. 
The chief steward said he would see what could be done 
kin the matter, and the result of his consideration was 
Kinade plain when Miss Travers had seated herself. The 

■ chair next to her had hitherto been occupied by Chariton ; 

■ but now the chief steward bowed Mrs. Hardy into it, and 
Ethen bowed Miss Lancaster into the next. The new arri- 

■ vals having been accommodated it only remained for the 
^steward to beg, in that apologetic tone which he had 

;umed. that Mr. Charlton would have the kindness to 
take the chair furthest down the table. . This kindness 
Mr. Charlton had at his command ; and the general 
I impression which prevailed — for some moments — among 
ftthe passengers on the opposite side of the table was that 
K}Ir. Charlton was quite too easily imposed upon by the 
officials of the saloon. 

Captain Waring flattered himself that he knew better. 
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And the market value of the transaction he had roughly 
eaiiraated at one sovereign. 

Mf. Cyril Southcoie sat a considerahle way up the table. 
Il has been stated that, on Charlton's appearing in the 
iAoba after the other passengers were seated, Cyri! South- 
wle had regarded him as the most guileless of men. In the 
MUiseof the next five minutes he considered that he had 
gooj reason for revising his impression of Charlton, He 
ttgariled him as the most fortunate of men ; and Ijeing well 
aware thai good fortune and guilelessness are rarely found 
in association, he had had no difficulty in pronouncing 
t^harlton extremely adroit — so adroit as to deceive, if il were 
JWSSibie, even the very elect. 

Southcote considered himself the very elect. 

Ab br Julian Charlton, he did not venuire to glance down 
the table — not even as far down as three seats to his right, 
wliere Marian Travers was sitting — with a view of discover- 
'"fi what was the prevailing expression in the faces of the 
passengers when they perceived that he had changed — had 
Men, as he put it, forced out of his accustomed place. He 
quietly explained to his neighbor, Miss Lancaster, that the 
'^'I'Sof the Medes and Persians might be considered types 
^f mutability compared with the cabin code of the Curtiar- 
™» Caiii^, The places at the tables were allotted strictly in 
"le order of the booking of the passengers, he explained, 
'"that she and her aunt would naturally have found ihem- 
*'l''es at the foot of the table if Robinson, the chief steward, 
"^ not taken upon him to assume that he, Charlton, would 
■'"t object to be moved down to the last place. 

"It is not a position of indignity, that at the foot of the 
''ble, is it, Mr. Charlton ? so that you really need not have 
Wn moved. Neither my aunt nor I would have objected 
*" ihe least to the seat you are in," 

"Of course not," said he. " But, as no doubt yoti have 
"Wiced aboard the P. and O. steamers when on your way 
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to Calcutta, it is usually the case that a man is made aso^ 
of tailpiece at either side of the tables. In any case," U^ 
added, *' it is just as well that Robinson should have a fr^^ 
hand in these matters, and he has very wisely placed Mr^* 
Hardy by the side of Miss Travers. Mrs. Hardy and Mi^^^ 
Travers are certain to get on well together ; and as foryo*' '^ 
and me " 

** 1 am certain that we will get on splendidl}^" said tlt^ ^ 
girl, with the most innocent laugh that he had eve^^^ 
heard. 

** 1 hope so. with all my heart," said he. 

" You may depend upon it,** she cried with enthusiasn ^ 
" We both eat like children, I see, and not in accordanc==e 

with any fixed principle, such as grown people love to la y 

down for their guidance, in order that they may feel th^^t 
satisfaction which comes from going contrary to any fixer d 
principle. For my part, I am always hungry. It's partcii^f 
my nature, I suppose.*' 

" I am not so sure that an evolutionist of any standing ^S^" 
his profession would allow your theory of hereditary hung^^^ 
to pass unchallenged," said Charlton. 

" But when they tell you that the perpetual thirst whic^^^" 
is enjoyed by so many persons is inherited from tb^ ^^ 
fathers, and passed down through a long line of steaC^^ 
drinkers, why may we not say that my perpetual hun^^ 
was born with me ? ** 

" Why not indeed ? " said Charlton. " And therefo ^, 
we'll get on well together ? That is how you commence^i — 

" Of course. We have something in common. PersC>* ., 
who drink a good deal get on well together — at least uH^ 
they quarrel." 

" And so shall we — at least until we quarrel. But 
the same time. Miss Lancaster, I would fain hope that ^ 
have other sympathies in common — other aspiration- 
rather more spiritual." 
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" Spiritual aspiration and spiritual sympathy," said the 
girl, " imply the existence and presence of a soul — of two 
souls." 

" I am willing to admit one, for the sake of argument," 
said Charlton. 

" But you are a man of science, and therefore you think 
that all knowledge of this soft is negative ? ** 

"I am a man of science, and therefore I say that such 
knowledge is positive,'' said Charlton. 

"What, you mean to tell me that there are any people 
in England at present who believe that a scrap of soul 
remains among human beings ? '* 

" There are thousands who are assured of it, Miss Lan- 
caster. There are even some here and there who believe 
in the human soul, not merely as a subject eminently 
adapted to co-operative divisibility — one doing duty for a 
number of persons — but actually as an individual pos- 
session." 

"Then will you tell me if it is England or Australia that 
is behind in science ? " cried the girl. 

" I cannot say," said Charlton ; " I know that the pre- 
vailing feeling in England just now is not that the regener- 
ation of mankind has the best chance of being effected 
through the agency of sulphate of copper and zinc filings. 
Is there any science in Australia ? " 

"There is nothing but science, Mr. Charlton,'* said 
Bertha. " There is nothing but science to be met with in 
any direction. I have come to hate the idea of a man with 
a mind. Does a man's sympathy come from his mind ? 
They hav6 told me long ago that sympathy is only a form 
of reasoning." 
* "And no doubt that gratitude is the same — that it 
springs only when one expects that one will have further 
cause for its exercise." 
•■ • "The laboratory is the modern temple" said \.Vv^ ^vt\. 
r 
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^^^H"lc is tliei'e that the mati of science goes to worship, nol 
^^^Bwith his soul, but with his mind. He puts the hinnan »oal 
^^^Binto the crucible, and gives you an analysis of what I'eiiiaiili 
^^^Bnorked out to five places of decimals. He has brought 
^^^BCod into the labor:itory, and after a series of experiments. 
I^^^pdeclared him to be two pEtrts superstition and one part 
I; automatic cerebration. Science has taken from us i 

that m;ide life beautiful, and has given us in exchange a, 
mdCul of ashes and a mathematical formula," 
"I am amazed to hear you say that, Miss Lancaster,"' 
^aid Charlton ; and he really was amazed. 

" Of course, as a man of science, you are amazed to find 
[anyone with the effrontery to say a word against your 
Rjnodern systems." 

" I am," he replied ; " I am amazed to find anyone with 
Kthe courage to express what I have felt for years." 

" What, you do not mean to say that you have been think-. 
B ing on the same lines ? " cried the gir!. 

re you I have," said he. "I left Cambridge full' 

■tof scientific enthusiasm— I worked for five years in accord- 

Bance with modem methods. The deeper the insight I got 

■into the most recent systems, the more dissatisfied I became. 

One morning the breaking strain was reached. I packed 

■up my portmanteau and look the first steamer to America. 

That is nearly two years ago, and I have been traveling 

ever since," 

"And the result has been ,' " 

" The result has been that^ — ^that — I met you," 

The girl did not look down to her plate with a blush S 

^lie would have done had she lived fifty years earlier. She 

turned her eyes full upon his face. She looked at him e 

Baieslly, with something of v/onder in her gaze. He felt as 

Tthough the most brilliant electric search light had beetv 

(directed upon him, only no electric search light has been 

Invented that will reach to a man's soul. 
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He met her gaze frankly. He made no attempt to avoid 
It. He felt that he had incurred a responsibility by making 
use of the words, and he would not evade it. 

« I think," said the girl, " I think that " Her eyes 

left his face and settled upon something else. ** I think 
that I shonld like some of that marmalade, Mr. Charlton." 

He passed her the glass plate. 

He felt that she could not have said anything more suita- 
ble to the requirements of the situation of the moment. 

He had known her fifteen hours — eight of which he had 
passed in slumber — and he had just assured her that the 
result of his two years of travel was his meeting with her. 

What was left for her but to express a desire to try some 
marmalade ? 



CHAPTER XI. 

ON LEADING A HORSE TO THE WATER, 



WHILE Charlton and Bertha were engaged in their 
interesting conversation, Mrs. Hardy was getting on 
friendly terms with Marian Travers. The elder lady pos- 
sessed the invaluable faculty of getting on friendly terms 
with most people — even young ladies, who, with all the inso- 
lence of slimness, called her stout. 

Marian Travers had no objection in the world to be made 
acquainted with the chief incidents in the life of Mrs. Hardy 
and of her niece during the past year or two. She learned 
that Mrs. Hardy, on the death of her brother, Mr. Lancas- 
ter, two years before, had gone out from England to Austra- 
lia to take charge of Mr. Lancaster's only child — the gi^* 
who was engaged in conversation with Mr. Charlton. She 
also learned that taking charge of Mr. Lancaster's on^J 
child had been something of a care to her aunt. Just ^^ 
her aunt had become reconciled to life in Australia, th* 
girl had made up her mind to travel to England by eaS3 
stages, but they did not seem easy to the aunt. A mot**^' 
or two in Calcutta had seemed to the niece essential fort^* 
study of the elements of Buddhism. But a knowledge ^ 
the elements of Buddhism did not apparently enter into^"^ 
aunt's ideas of how to make life agreeable, though it seefl^^ 
that the niece found unbearable the prospect of existeii^ 
without an intimate acquaintance with Buddhism. Ff^^ 
Calcutta to Ceylon for further studies in what the a^^ 
considered mysticism, and from Ceylon to Bombay to t^*^ 
a passing glance to find out if there was anything in >f ^ 
hammedanism, and from Bombay to the Cape colonies * 

66 



ON LEADING A HORSE TO THE WA TER. 



67 

Kover if the people there were broader in iheir views 
inhabilains of the Australian cities — this itinerary 
i had a great charm for the niece, but the aunt, in briefly 
tviewing the situation for the benefit o( Miss Travers, 
iclared that it had been a great weariness to herself. 
"I look forward to settling down in England," said 
. Hardy. " I made u[) my mind when I sal down on 
Kt awful ladder last evening that nothing would induce 
H to give way upon another occasion to my niece's thirst 
t knowledge. She had heard of that Jacob's Ladder, 
; had fascinated her. She laughed when she 
bed me one day if it might not be possible that heaven 
\ at the top of that ladder — the same as the original 
Ider in the Bible. I told her, of course, not to be 
jieverent ; but she kept on referring to that ladder and 
»ing that she had found out what it meant." 
'*How interesting!" said Miss Travers. "And what 
I it mean ? " 

;al!y could scarcely tell you," replied Mrs. Hardy. 
Pt was somehow connected with what she called the 
Btery of the sea. The mystery of the sea and the 
Btery of human life were the same, she said ; and if one 
Jhed to find out all about the one it would be necessary 
teive all one's attention to the other." 
' How interesting ! " said Miss Travers once again. 
^nd so you both went up the ladder ? " 
"Not both," said Mrs. Hardy. "She went on to find 
r heaven at the top. I remained about fifty steps from 
I bottom. I found that if 1 had to climb to heaven by 
nns of steps I should have to content myself with earth. 

S are becoming more trying 10 me every year." 
^Bui your niece went on to the top ? " 

e did indeed — ^every step." 
^And did she find her heaven ? " 
^hefouDd a man." 
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" Oh, you do not suggest that that was the same thing ^ 

"The same thing? I said, she found a man — o\c^^ 
course, I see what you mean now. It was Mr. Charlies ^ 
whom she met. He overtook me where I was resting, aa^ 
I begged him to tell Bertha that I would return to tlE^ 
hotel when I recovered sufficient breath to go down. K^ 
went up that ladder like a — no, monkey isn't the word— H^ 
went up, at any rate, as if he had spent some years of hi^ 
life doing nothing but going up ladders. He was very 
civil, and when he heard that we were going to England 
by this steamer he insisted on bringing us aboard. No««^ 
I wonder if I dare take any of that marmalade. Is ther^ 
much sugar in marmalade — much flesh-forming elements ? j 
I am on a rSgime, and the result is that I daren't touc^ 
anything without full inquiries as to its properties. I wai^* 
something that isn't flesh-forming." 

Miss Travers said she was sure that marmalade W^-^ 
quite harmless, and then she sat silent, lost in thought. 

She had now learnt all that there was to learn regard!^ ^ 
the matter that had been a mystery to her. Mr. Charlt^^ 
and that girl, whose name she had just heard was Bert*^ 
Lancaster, had met at the summit of Ladder Hill. S^ 
had gone up the face of that cliff with a curious feeli*^^ 
that at the summit she should discover the greatest felio^*'^ 
that the soul of man can conceive of. He had gone ^^ 
with his heart full of that scene which had taken place ^ 
the summit of the cliff thirty-one years before — a scene ^ 
which he might even say he owed his very existence. 

Under such circumstances how could it be expect^* 
that they should refrain from fancying that their strange 
meeting was the result of the operations of a benevolent^ 
Providence to bring them together ? 

Marian Travers now knew the reason for the change 
which, in her sympathetic frame of mind, she had noticed 
in Julian Charlton. She had fancied that this change 
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been due only to a certain jealousy — healthy jealousy, 
sne had even called it, as she lay awake thinking over it. 

Oh, foDi ! 

And what had she done the previous evening? She 
had actually, in a light-hearted way, made a jest about 
bis pilgrimage to that hill. She had actually assured 
him that sh& knew what vision it was that "had come 
before his eyes at the summit of Ladder Hill. She had 
drawn a picture of a beautiful gir! out of her own imag- 
ination, declaring, with a laugh, that such a girl had come 
toward him on the hilltop — such a girl! She looked at 
Bertha, and. she knew that the girl she had pictured was 
not nearly so beautiful as the real girl who had walked 
toward Charlton. 

Now she knew what he had meant by his strange words 
— they had seemed mysterious to her the previous even- 
ing — there was not much of mystery about them now. 
What was left for her to do ? she asked herself, as she 
stood alone in the middle of her cabin, whither she had 
r«ired to get her novel after breakfast. 

What was left for her to do ? 

She heard the joyous laughter of Bertha as Charlton 
made some remark to her in a low tone as they went 
toward the companion together. 

What was left for her to do ? 

It has always been a difficult problem. What should a 
young woman do when her lover becomes somebody else's 
(over ? 

Much sound advice has been given to the young woman 
who has been left alone. She has been assured that the 
proper thing for her to do is to rejoice greatly, inasmuch 
as the lover who allows himself to be tempted away, is no 
true lover, but just the opposite. A lover who gives prom- 

: oE a plentiful harvest of inconstancy should be got rid 
) much is certain. 
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If the young woman could only be brought to thin 
so. 

But she never can. The young woman thinks that ; 
lover with a tendency to inconstancy is belter than no lovei 
at all. - 

She is deeply wounded when he is inconstant, because 
she Icnows that people will say she was neither clevel 
enough nor beautiful enough to keep him constant 
her. 

But the worst feature of Miss Travers' case was that her. 
lover had not declared himself lo be such. The one mart 
who leads the horse to the water, with infinite tact, giv 
it to understand how delightful a draught of that cool ele- 
ment will be, must certainly attract to himself a good 
deal of sympathy when the stubborn brute refuses i 
drink, _aiid resists the efforts of the nineteen assistants 
whose services the man requisitions to make the horsC 
drink. 

Mr. Charlton was being coaxed up to the brink of love^ 
making, and he not only refused Co take the smallest sip 
out of the magic chalice, but he had actually broken tin 
silken cord with which he was being led lo the fascinatinj 
draught, and had raced off with his head in the air to when 
a very ordinary cup was being offered to him. 

Who has laid down any rule for the guidance of a younf 
woman under circumstances such as these ? 

Marian Travers was a sensible girl. She resolved lo da 
nothing — just yet. 

She knew that the worst way to go about making a ! 
drink the water that it has refused is to run after it. 
resolved not to run after her horse. She had heard of silkci 
cords having been broken, and afterward re-joined wit] 
such adroitness that no one could tell where the severana 
bad taken place. 

She felt herself equal to the task of reuniting the seven 
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parts of the silken cord with which she had endeavored to 
draw Mr. Charlton in the direction of the sweetest draught 
that ever human lips — grew weary of. 

She found her novel, saw that her hair was sufficiently 
untidy to be in keeping with tradition, and went smiling up 
the steps of the companion. 

" Things are not so bad with her but that she can still 
smile," said Captain Waring as he watched her go to her 
deck chair, saying a friendly word to Charlie Barham as 
she passed, for everyone liked Charlie. 

" Things are very bad with her indeed when she finds it 
necessary to smile like that," said the fascinating Miss Craw- 
ford to herself, as she also watched Marian Travers. 



CHAPTER XII. . 

ON THE VORACITY OF THE SHARK. 

MR. JULIAN CHARLTON was no fool— that i^ ^\ 
say, he was no greater fool than any other persoi^ 
his sex becomes when a girl appears before his eyes. ^f^ 
did not hasten to seat himself beside Bertha on the d^^ 
He knew that she would find the novel which she had b^^ 
reading on his deck chair in which she had been sittif ^ 
and he also believed that, if he were not at hand, she woU^^ 
reseat herself in that chair. If he were at hand in a se^^ 
less condition, or, what was worse, having only a carp^ 
deck stool to sit upon, she would insist on yielding t»'' 
own chair back to him. 

He did not want her to do this. He was anxious \h^^ 
she should appropriate his chair. He felt that if he, suC^ 
ceeded in inducing her to do so he would have }u^^ 
tified a claim to seat himself — in another chair — besid^ 
her. 

It is questionable if the validity of such a claim would 
be acknowledged by anyone not accustomed to life a^ 
it exists on the quarter-deck of an ocean steamship. But 
it has already been stated that the fact of Bertha's hav- 
ing appeared in Charlton's deck chair was accepted by 
some of the best informed passengers as equivalent to 
his advancing a claim of appropriation of the girl. 

This was, however, an exaggerated view to take of the 
incident ; but there was nothing extravagant in Charlton'5 
hope that he might claim to sit on another and a much 
less comfortable chair in the vicinity of his own at any 
time of the day. 
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IA/ier breatfasi he strolled quietly off to ilie bridge and 
ik a cigar uut of his case, and lighted ii, as he usually 
\ after breakfast, whether the day was fine or wet. 
Several of the other passengers were smoking at this 
part of the ship, and one of them joined him in a languid 
Biroll to and fro. The stroll forward was extremely unin- 
teresting to Chariton, for only the forecabin passengers and 
Ihe sailors around the fo'c's'le were visible ; but the return 
stroll was different, for then he could see all the quarter- 
deck, beneath the white sailcloth awning. 

The first turn that he made enabled him to see Bertha 
Lancaster standing irresolute in front of the chair upon 
which her novel was lying; then his tiresome companion, 
talking away on the topic which he had made his own — 
the necessity for an international gallery of photographs — 
turned right about, and it was quite a minute and a half 
before Cliarllon was in a position to catch a glimpse of 
the girl again. It was an outrageous waste of time, to be 
sure, but he had only to submit to it. 

The next turn showed him the girl talking to her maid 

Miriam, who carried a cushion. Then once more, to the 

^marchiug song of "to increase the consolidation of the 

Iritish Empire, my dear sir, is to consolidate the guarantees 

peace," the view of the fore part of the ship was forced 
flpon Charlton. When this barren waste was again behind 
tiim he was in a position to notice that Miriam had placed 
the cushion in the trustworthy chair which Mrs, Hardy had 
occupied, and that Bertha had sunk back into his own. 

What exquisite feet she had, to be sure 1 

His companion was somewhat surprised at the eagerness 
with which he declared that h e had never been so convinced 
of the magnificent possibilities of photography. The gentle- 
man, who had attained to the dignity of a Nuisance in the 
House of Commons, felt that at last he had got hold of % 
sensible man. 
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A sensible man was, in liis estimatic 
fllisten to his nonsense without a niurmi 

In the course of the drone that followed on the well-known 
ihrases "international intercourse," "our dependencies 

lyond the sea," " Imperial Federation," " strengthening 
if the ties," "the mother country," "the van of civilization " 
—in the course of this drone, lasting over an hour, Charlton 
iny opportunities of observing the quarter-deck. 

He saw that Bertha was lying back with inimitable grace 
in his chair, and that she had not opened her novel. 

Never had the Nuisance found a more rapt audience than 
Charlton. Even the Nuisance could see that he was lost in 
thought, now that he was placed in possession of the facts 
bearing upop tlie photograph question ; and so he droned 
away more diligently than ever. 

Why was she silting in that way, Charlton was wondering. 
Why was she sending her eyes wandering vaguely over the 
wide expanse of waters, instead of over the pages of fiction 
lying on her knee ? What was she thinking of ? 

Was it possible that she was thinking over that sentence 
which he had said to her. " I have met you " ? 

Was he justified in saying those words to her ? Did he 
really believe in the depths of his heart that the satisfaction 
of his life was meeting with her? Most certainly he felt 
this. Then was he satisfied that his life should end here — 
that to obtain her love should be the be-all and the end-all 
of his life? Ah, could he doubt the reply that his heart 
made to his questions? He was not only content that his 
life should end in her — that apart from her he should never 
live in the world — but he felt that, having met her, he would 
not have the courage to face the future apart from her. 

And yet he had not known her for longer than eighteen 
hours. 

The possibility of securing to the nations of the earth per- 
jWtual peace by means of an exchange of photographs, was 
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nndoubtedlT a fascinating topic ; but Charlton was heartily 

ed of it, and he surprised the Nuisauce greatly by declar- 

5 that he must go below for another cigar. 

Charlton bad spent an hour and a half away from Bertha 

tiin addition to the twenty-nine years of his life which he had 

Mssed subjected to the same privation, and yet when he 

lund himself within his cabin, instead of refdbng his cigar 

ind hurrying to her side, he seated himself on the side 

^ his bunlc.and looked out of his port over the rippling 

of waters. 

The bell had rung for tiffeo before he stirred from this 

^ncomf or table position ; and before he had changed his 

Jioen coal the saloon was ringing with the laughter and the 

pleasant chatter of the passengers who had descended for 

ne of the pleasantest of the many pleasant meals aboard 

a ocean steamship. 

He could hear the voice of Bertha answering the boyish 

s of Charlie Barham. It was clear that the mid- 

I, who was being conveyed to England on urgent 

(private affairs from the gunboat Bluebottle at Simon's 

lay, bad, in accordance with the best traditions associated 

li the British navy, not shrunk from the duty of making 

15 Lancaster feel herself to be among friends aboard 

e Cnrnarvon Castle. 

e girl was standing leaning with her hands behind her 

rainst her seat at the table, and the handsome lad was 

ling his account of some incidents that had lately 

: under his personal observation, illustrating in the 

(Nearest possible way the extraordinary voracity of sharks 

a the Indian Ocean. 

No story with a shark incidentally introduced can fail to 

E inleresting. If told by a midshipman in her Majesty's 

J possesses a lively imagination, and who is at the 

le quite devoid of all scruples, such a. story may 

ly become enthralling. 
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Charlie Barham had m> foolish scruples oa 

Teracity — roracity was hU topic, whicb is quite another 

matter — so he succeeded in keeping Bertha cothralicd. 

She stood beaming opon the boy, wbUe he told her how 

the marine who was haibiogr, having once got a firm hold 

of the shark's tail, succeeded in steering the fish in the 

rdtfet!tion of the father of the boy it had just swallowed, 

k«4>en, owing to the happy accident of the father having 

nioaght an oyster knife into the water with him. lor the 

Kmrpose of detaching from the rocks the edible mollusks of 

■llhich he was passionately fond, the brote was, after a 

■dtarp fight, destroyed ; then, to the amazement of ail. the 

Btut forced his way through the aperture in the shark's 

Hbody made by the oyster knife, and was found very little 

^ne worse for his singular adveitlure. 

W " What arm of the service do you say the man belonged 
Kto?" asked Charlton. 

I "I said he was a marine," replied the midshipman. 
K "And did he tell the story to his messmates in the same 
^pjjrps?" said Charlton. 

B There was a little pause before all the audience except 
Bgertfaa began to laugh. 

H "I don't see why you should laugh, Mr. Charlton," said 
Kile. " I don't think I ever heard a more remarkable story, 
mj shnll never forget it." 

It "Thank you, Miss Lancaster," said the boy. " I have 
Bold thai atory to several people, and I can safely say that- 
Bf never yet found anyone to believe it. I will never forget 

Kour kindness. As for these idiots who laugh at it -" 

B He turned to give a look of ineffable scorn at Charlton ; 
■but Chiirlton was deep in a chutney jar, and a look of scorn 
■would be wasted on him, the boy perceived ; so he trotted 
hound to the opposite side of the table. 
r So elated was he with his success that he told Miss 
Lancaster across the tablecloth another pleasant Utile story 
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^f the same type, respecting a man who was unfortunate 
enough to fall over the ship's side one evening in Simon's 
^ay. The body was not recovered for a week, and then it 
*as found so inctusted with specimens of nnoUusks that the 
^onuuodore was able to give an oyster supper to the flag 
•officers of the flying squadron that was in the bay. So 
ETeat was the success of the entertainment that, when 
^iiother man fell overboard from the llagship, the com- 
"lodore at once issued invitations for a supper that day 
^eek. There was great consternation aboard the flagsliip, 
"Owever, when the afternoon of that day arrived, and yet 
'were was no sign of the oysters appearing. The com- 
"■Ociore was greatly, and, as Mr. Midshipman Barham 
"•otighl, very reasonably, annoyed at the want of puoctu- 
^'»ty displayed in the matter ; but just as he had ordered a 
''^^l with drags to be cleared away, one of the men sang 

"'^t, ' Oyster stall off port bow, sir,' and, sure enough, there 

"^fe the materials for a supper, which Mr. Midshipman 
^fham at any rate had enjoyed thoroughly. 
Xt can easily be understood that so long as this brilliant 
^<^eiifeur was sitting opposite Miss Lancaster, Mr. Charlton 

^■*d no chance of talking to her either respecting the 
^^■l^ects of modern science or on any other topic. He saw, 

^^Arever. that she was amused at this audacious boy's yarns, 
'■^ k1 he made no attempt to put in a word. He felt that as 

^ ^ne was a considerable interval between tiffen and dinner, 
^te would be particularly hard upon him if he failed to 
" ^■■ve at least an hour beside the girl. 

lut he found that Charlie Barham was resolute in his 

"■^termination to follow up the advantage which he had 

Coined at tiffen ; for when Miss Lancaster came on deck, 
^^(i sealed herself in Charlton's cliair, the boy assured her 
^ftaishe was doing herself an injustice in sitting in a seat 
^Wtwas manifestly so far from comfortable. If she would 
^tti teU the easiness of his chair, which he would have 
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pleasure in placing at her disposal, she would, he ^^ 
confident, never return to Charlton's. 

It was in vain that the girl protested that the chair whi^" 
she was occupying was extremely comfortable ; he woU*^ 
not be denied — she must at least try his. 

Charlton watched the transaction from a distance. I^^ 
saw the vexed look come to the girl's face in spite of ^^^ 
determination not to hurt the feelings of a young gtni^^' 
man whose sensitiveness might still have survived a ^o*^ 
years* service aboard a man of war. Charlton strolls 
across the deck to the scene of the struggle between th ^ 
girl's courtesy and the boy's kindness. His approach wa-^ 
resented by a murderous glare on the part of the mid^^ 
shipman. 

" Mr. Charlton," said Bertha, " I am being overwhelmed 
with kindness. Will you help me to assure Mr. Barham" 
— he had told her his name — " that the chair I am sitting 
in is the most comfortable on the deck ? " 

" Certainly," said Charlton. " But is it the most com- 
fortable ? " 

** I want Miss Lancaster to try mine," cried the boy. " I 
don't insist on her appropriating it if it is less comfortable 
than yours." 

" That's very considerate of you," said Charlton. 
" Pray give the chair a chance, Miss Lancaster. From a 
casual glance at it I am bound to say that I think it looks 
much more comfortable than the one you are in." 

" Oh, I do not mind trying it," said the girl, her look of 
vexation vanishing. 

She sprang to her feet and Charlie kindly placed his 
chair in the most enticing position beside the other, and 
held it as if it had been a horse that the girl was about to 
mount. It was undoubtedly a comfortable chair ; and 
the Cashmere shawl which Charlie had fastened on the back 
—one that he was bringing home as a present to his sister 
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i-gave it an appearance of magnificence that was truly 
Oriental. 

Miss Lancaster sank into the chair and hershapeiy head 
rested on the Cashmere shawl. The subtle drapery made a 
most effective background for her beautiful face. 

" There !" cried Charlie. " Come, you will confess that 
that is the very thing for Miss Lancaster," and he turned 
with an air of triumph to Charlton. 

" 1 frankly admit it," saic! Charlton. " It is not only 
more comfortable, but infinitely more beautiful than this 
thing," and he moved his own a trifle closer to the other. 
"Yes," he added. "You are fortunate in having placed 
at your disposal. Miss Lancaster, a seat that suggests the 
wealth of Ormua and of Ind, as well as the comfort of 
Tottenham Court Road." 

Then he quietly sat down in his own chair just vacated 
by Bertha, and inquired of her if she did not think that the 
story which was iu her hand — it was " The Woodlanders," 
was the greatest work of fiction that recent years had pro- 
duced. 

She replied quickly that she had read the book twice, and 
was now trying to get into a frame of mind to read it a 
third time. 

"That is sufficient to tell me what you think of it," 
said Cliarlton. " I chanced to see you once or twice while 
I was having a cigar after breakfast, and I noticed that 
you did not open your book. When I found just now that 
t book was ' The Woodlanders,' I felt that you were 
Q deter as long as possible the enjoyment of reading 
a book. I wish I bad it still before me." 
iiarlie Barham was standing in front of the chair which 
i induced Miss Lancaster to occ\ipy. He remained 
: position while Mr. Charlton was expressing the 
t he had still the readingof Mr. Thomas Hardy's 
, before him, and he remained while Miss Lan- 
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caster replied that authors were so Tarlable she had long 
ago abandoned the habit she once had had, of looking at 
the outside of a novel by a faTorite writer for some days, 
anticipating the enjojrment that the reading would bring 
her. She now preferred, she said, the enjoyment of read- 
ing quickly, and thinking slowly over her favorites. 

At this point Charlie Barham tamed ronnd and strolled 
away to the stern of the steamer. He spent half an hour 
looking over the side into the snows of the wake, and 
would not so much as give a glance in the direction of 
Miss I>ancaster and the man — he was a very contemptible 
man, Charlie felt — who was talking to her, and occasionally, 
as he could hear, making her laugh. At the end of half an 
hour, however, his sulky mood had dropped from him into 
the wake of the steamer, and he went amidships to where a 
game of rope quoits was being played. He flattered him- 
self that if he knew nothing about Thomas Hardy as a 
novel writer, he could knock the head off anybody aboard 
the ship at rope quoits. 

When he came aft in an hour or two, Mr. Charlton and 
Miss Lancaster were still talking. 

Well, what did he care ? Let them talk. 

Only he would be even with that fellow Charlton yet. 



CHAPTER Xni. 

ON A REVELATION. 

^SS TRAVERS knew that it was a foregoue cooctu- 

tnd so it was. 
e made no attempt to resist falling in love with her. 

he made no attempt to resist falling in love with hjm. 

file open way in which they fell in love with one another 
^almost indecent. 

lijss Travets' reflections took this sequence as she 
Eched Julian Charlton and Bertha Lancaster daily and 
Sltly on the deck and in the saloon of the Carnarvon 
pie. 
Bt was outrageous, she felt, that they should make no 

mpt to conceal from their fellow-passengers that they 
1 love with one another — nay, they made no attempt 

jonceal it even from any of the crew. She herself had 

iced a quartermaster, who came aft to relieve another at 
IE wheel, put his tongue in his cheek and make a motion 

h his arms as if he were hugging someone, so soon as he 

4 jerked his thumb in the direction of where Charlton 

1 Bertha were sitting, Mrs. Hardy slumbering placidly 

ter chair by their side. 

t was absolutely scandalous, she felt, that such things 

lild be. 

ihe had read accounts of the safety of ships having been 

periled through the evil deeds of their passengers. There 

"as the case of Jonah— perhaps the most prominent on 

^ record. They had had a narrow shave aboard that vessel. 

ben there was the case of Philip Vanderdeckea — tiott^Mvva 
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iw trastnrofthy, perhaps, but still good enough for t^wraUc 
tparpoftcsand full o{ poioi, and an apt illustrattoa of what 
iMvas on her tniiid. 

■ She wiished that the voyage of the Carnarvon Casik was 
■infely over. 

r Even if they had not been attracted to one another by 
the peculiar circumstances of their meeting, they would, 
Miss Travers believed, have seen that they loved one 
another when they came together aboard the ship. Bertha 
L Lancaster was adored by all the male passengers; Mr. 
BCrawford confided to her the political significance of the 
mWalrut, a» well as that of the Carpenter \a " Alice in Won- 
Hkrland," and was ready to accept any suggestion she 
Kiight make on a matter which had caused him many nights 
Bf earnest speculation — namely, the identity of the Turtle. 
RJlid she consider that the author's aim was to symbolize the 
HE3ty of London, or did he actually mean to satirize one 
Eminent politician ? The Lobster as an abstract principle 
Bjrss particularly susceptible of allegorical treatment, Mr. 
BCtawford thought, and he should like to have Miss Lancas- 
Bct'e views on a point which, if not delicately treated, might 
Weopardize the value of his work. 

H Then the Parliamentary Nuisance confided to her bis 
Ksplrations on the subject of the international photo- 
BR'lunhic gallery, Cyrii Southcote laid his choicest paradox 

■ tt her feet, Captain Waring offered to teach her something 

■ of the general principles of poker, and Charlie Barbam 
Ktlslccd his prospect of eternal bliss by the enormity of the 

■ yarns he told her. 

t The captain himself had, It was rumored, put the steamer 
Kbff her course in order that Miss Lancaster might obtain the 
Kriew of the island of Palma, for which she had expressed a 
VlQtiging. 

, Ves, Miss Travers perceived that Bertha was adored by 
all the men belonging to the ship's company ; though it was 
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^most remarkable thing that she was not made the object 
of the adoration of the women. 

For the first few days that she had been aboard the Car- 
nanwt Castle some of the ladies, headed by Mrs, Howard, 
had shown a disposition todischarge toward her that agree- 
able doty known as " taking her up." 

r She was so young, they said. 

I And inclined to be good looking. 

It And her aunt was so greacly given to slumber in the day- 

^^me. 

K The first step in taking up any girl is to get her to confide 

vio you. 

B The second is to tell her her most conspicuous faults. 

■ Then she is taken up. 

■ But Bertha Lancaster was not without experience of this 
Bpocial rapture ; and she declined to be taken up even by 
Sjiirs. Howard, giving that lady to understand sorauch wilh- 
■tMt a moment's delay, lest there might be any mistake. 

W The method which she adopted, with great success, was 

b<a simple one. When Mrs. Howard, with two other ladies, 

liendeavored to get this young Australian girl to confide in 

Bitiiem regardiug her past life aud its mysteries, she had 

Bdoformed them with artless simplicity that her father had 

■|Ll)een a convict. 

V The revelation produced a profound impression upon the 

■ladies to whom it was made. 

^m They look her hand and said they sympathized deeply 

■ with her, and then they found that they liad some very 
■important duties to discharge in other parts of the ship. 
^Mrs. Howard believed that she saw Marian Travers beck- 
Hj^ing to her ; Mrs. Glossop wondered how she had been so 
^^tupid as to forget her embroidery in the saloon ; and Mrs, 
^Karnes, who was deficient in imagination, said she had a-, 
^Headache, 

^H So Bertha was not taken up. 
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The same evening Captain Waring learnt casually from 
Mrs. Hardy that her late brother had left property in Aus- 
tralia of such magnitude that the income it yielded was 
close upon twelve thousand pounds a year, and that all had 
been bequeathed unreservedly to his daughter Bertha, with 
the recommendation to allow her aunt a tenth part of this 
'income so long as she lived. 

I Captain Waring had no foolish scruples about spreading 
ubroad this infor^nation. He spread it abroad ; and the 
kesult was certainly not to diminish the girl's popularity 
Btmong the men. 

H- Mrs. Howard was no more reticent on the subject of 
Btie informatiou she had received than Captain Waring 
Bad been on the subject of the money, and the result in 
Hbis case was not to increase the girl's popularity with the 
Bvomen. 

V But when Mrs, Howard, out of a pure feeling of the 
■warmest friendship for Charlton, informed him that she 
Diad discovered that that pretty Miss Lancaster, poor 
Kfcbing, had had a convict for a father, which was not, of 
■leourse, her fault, poor thing, but which was still a 
Brery melancholy subject for reflection, Charlton had such 
■'& fit of laughter as caused some consternation to the 
l^lady. Several minutes had elapsed before he had 
Recovered himself sufficiently to be able to apologize 
Kor his rudeness, and to assure Mrs. Howard that he had 
Btarely heard of anything so melancholy as the piece of news 
Hlhich she had just communicated to him, 
H "You have a peculiar way of exhibiting your melancholy, 
WMr. Chariton, I must say," remarked the lady, when be had 
Bpond it impossible to refrain from yielding to another 
H^roxysm. 

K^ But when, in the course of the evening. Captain Waring i 

Eold him that Mrs. Hardy had incidentally mentioned in her 

own guileless way that her niece's income amounted to 
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rifle nnder twelve thousand pounds a year, Charlton did 
tot laugh ; on the contrary, he became extremely serious. 
Daring the next few days there were enacted aboard the 
tJarnanwi Caslk several sce-nes of a remarkable character. 
trs. Howard, and the two other matrons of the main, took 
^occasion to inform every man among the first-class passen- 
gers, that the father of that pretty Miss Lancaster — they 
could now afford to allow that she was pretty, her looks 
being, as they considered, far more than counterbalanced by 
fcher parental misfortune — had been working out his time at 
ft place called Botany Bay. 

On receiving this information each of the men had 
become, as was only natural, as well as decent, extremely 
grave ; but. being men, they were skeptical on the subject 
of the disabilities of a girl whom they regarded as unusually 
pretty. They had consequently gone in turn to Charlton to 
ask him what was his opinion regarding the amount of 
credence to be given to the story of Miss Lancaster's parent- 
age. Also because they were men some of them rather 
hoped that Charlton would be so shocked by the story that 
he would allow Miss Lancaster more time in future to devote 
to themselves. 

Charlton did not hesitate to tel! every man who came to 
him the true story of the late Mr. Lancaster's term of penal 
servitude ; and the result was that while all the ladies looked 
grave, and, with true delicacy of feeling, were careful to 
abstain from introducing any topic which suggested, how- 
ever remotely, penal servitude, and which consequently 
might wound the susceptibilities of Miss Lancaster, the men 
were brutally, and quite unnecessarily, careless in their 
remarks regarding such topics. Captain Waring was actu- 
ally heard to chant a vulgar song supposed to be sung by 
a convict, the chorus being a farewell to Great Britain, as the 
l, singer declared he was " going to Australia at her Majesty's 
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While the chorus was being sung sotto voce by some of 
Waring's friends around a cabin skylight, the matrons sat 
mute and severe in the saloon, and glanced significantly at 
one another, when a roar of laughter followed the vulgar 
song. 

Not for some days did they learn that that horrid girl 
who was so outrageously fond of the society of men, had 
actually been making fools of th^m — the matrons of many 
a campaign. 

Thus the days went on, until the steamer had gained the 
latitude of Finistere ; and Marian Travers stood on the 
grating beside the wheel, watching Charlton and Bertha 
standing side by side at the bulwarks, trying if they could 
see land. 

It was a foregone conclusion, she admitted. 

At the bulwarks on the opposite side of the ship Cyril 
Southcote had found an audience of one, and his words 
sounded — as he meant they should — through a considerable 
radius. 

* My dear fellow," he was saying, " the greatest happiness 
that can ever come to a man in this life is to meet the woman 
who refused to marry him ten years before." 

** And what about the woman who meets the man who 
refused to marry her ten years before ? " asked Cyril's 
audience. 

** She also is happy," said the philosopher. 

" Happy ? How ? " 

" She flings her children in his face," said Cyril. 

** That's rather rough on the children," said his com- 
panion. 

Marian Travers pondered upon this philosophy. 

She sent her eyes out over the great deep. There also 
she found comfort. She knew that that element contained 
as fine fish as were ever hooked by man — or woman. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

ON THE KISS. 

AFTER an extremely good dinner the passengers on the 
quarter-deck of an ocean steamship are disposed to be 
lenient critics of fictfon. The two forms of this element 
which comes into prominence at such a time are the experi- 
ences of the captain, narrated to an admiring circle, and the 
protestations of the young men to the maidens — sometimes, 
alas ! to the matrons — as they sit together watching the stars 
appear in the sky. 

On the quarter-deck of the Carnarvon Castle the usual 
stories were being told. The captain had finished his cigar, 
and had placed himself unreservedly in the hands of two 
pretty little girls — they had pretty little mothers — so far as 
story-telling was concerned. 

Yes, he said, he had several times come into immediate 
contact with buccaneers off the Spanish Main, and the times 
that he had encountered pirates were really so numerous 
that he long ago ceased to remember any one in particular. 
Who was the funniest buccaneer that he had ever known ? 
Well, really he could scarcely say at a moment's notice who 
had been the funniest ; they had all developed such humor- 
ous characteristics it would be practically impossible to say 
to whom the palm for general fun should be awarded. For 
his own part he should feel compelled to decline making 
any invidious distinction between them, lest he might be 
doing an injustice to some worthy buccaneer of a sensitive 
nature. Were they usually sensitive? Oh, dear, yes. 
They were, as a rule, so ridiculously susceptible that their 
own bosom friends occasionally shrank from entering into 
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\ any criticism of even their most superficial weaknesses-^ 
■Hinless the critics were haiiiJy in the use of their revolvers, 
vHe had never personally known a buccaneer actually dying 
Kof a broken heart ; but he had certainly heard of one who 
Hdicd after drinking steadily at a gallon jar of Jamaica rum, 
|nnd that was much the same thing. There's a difference 
Bfeetween a broken heart and an empty rum jar ? Well, per- 
Hbaps, strictly speaking, there is ; but the principle is pre- 
Ensely the same. At least after drinking the gallon of rum 
kUic buccaneer was just as dead as if his heart had been 
Rjroken. His chief officer was so jealous of the memory of 
Hhis commander, he had declared that he had died, not from 
Kthe direct effects of the spirit, but owing to his mortification 
BDn discovering, as he did after a while, that the rum was not 
Vseat — that some unprincipled scoundrel had extracted a 
■i^uart from the jar, which he had filled up with water. His 
■-chief officer declared that the shock of this discovery had 

■ been too much for his commander. Had he found out who 

■ the man was that had played such a trick upon him it 

■ might have been too much for the man as well. Yes, con- 
I tinued the captain, buccaneers are not invariably among 
tthe most temperate of men. They would be no use what- 
K^rer to writers of romances of the sea if they did not drink 

■ pretty heavily. Some of them occasionally lapse into sobri- 
Ktty, and then they cease to interest anyone. He had once 
Ktnet a buccaneer who had been induced to sign the pledge 
IfAt a tea meeting held in his native village. He kept his 
■pledge too — that was the worst of it. A well-known 
Bcomance writer had offered him a large keg of the choicest 
^frrench brandy, almost a year old ; it was no use. He 
Krtmoined sober.and the terror of the Spanish Main — wher- 
Hgver that was. After many deeds of appalling bloodshed, 
■Mople naturally were on the lookout for an instructive death 
^Beetle in which the man should slowly perish of the ague 
nbakes or something of that sort ; but no, he remained 
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sober and put in aa appearance at all the tea meetings. It 
was fou [)d inipussible to make away with him, so after many 
years of dishonest industry and strict sobriety he retired 
r^fcom business with an ample fortune. 

" And what did he die of at last ?" 

"Why, he's not dead yet. After retiring from active 
buccaneering, he went in for a little farming; but he soon 
tired of this life. The fact was, he still had a hankering 
after his old trade. He sold his little property, and was 
about to buy the usual rakish looking schooner, when he 
met with a far-seeing friend, who advised him lo abandon 
his project and get on the Stock Exchange instead. Hft 
took his friend's advice, but he didn't remain on the Slock 
Enchange, He declared that, though he didn't mind buc- 
caneering, still he had something of a conscience left. He 
was then advised to join some speculators in America who 
were engaged in making a number of corners. He did 
so, and he is now happy and contented. He declares 
that he can scarcely tell the difference between his new 
and his old business. He has just bought the finest Hol- 
bein in Europe, and is the most eminent collector of 
Mazarin Bibles in the world. 

"1 wonder," said Chariton, "if you would be greatly 
surprised if I told you that I loved you." 

The remark was addressed to Bertha Lancaster. She 
had not been sitting with Charlton, but with Mr. Craw- 
ford, the interpreter of " Alice in Wonderland." Mr. 
Crawford had, however, found it necessary to hasten to his 
cabin for the purpose of jotting down an idea that had 
occurred to him. " Why might the Oyster not signify Mr. 
Gladstone?" he had asked Bertha, in the course of his 
conversation. 

" Why not, indeed ? " she had replied, and with this , 
encouragement he had risen — as indeed she hoped he 
would— and hurried within reach of his writing materials. 



"/ POKBID THE BAXNSn 

Chariton bad been watching her for more than an Ii 
1 now be bent orer ber chair, sajing : 
" I WDoder if yon voald be greatly sorprised if I told 
a that 1 lored yoa," 
, •' No," she answered ; " I know yoa can no more help 
ring me than I can help loTtng you." 
' And Tou canaot help it. Bertha?" 
" I cannot help it. I have tried hard to avoid il with 
U as 1 have done wiih other men ; I had no difliculty so 
t as tfaey were concerned, but I have found it impossible 
bh you." 

"I noticed a look of deBance on your face when you 
"teamed from your aunt that we were lo be passengers on 
the same steamer. Did that mean that you were ready to 
defy Fate? " 

" Yes, it meant that exactly. 1 know what was in my 
art at that moment." 
" And you know what is in it now ? " 
" I am as certain of it as I am certain that I am 
living. The thirsty man, who has taken a draught of 
spring water, knows that he has drank it. His thirst is 
^^^Kgone." 

^^^K " Vou have thirsted after love, Bertha ? " 
^^^B " I have thirsted after love — that love which means iov- 
^^^l^g as well as being loved — that love which is ihe essence 
^^^Kf the human sou! — that love which is the natural yearning ^ 
^^^Blf two souls to become one — one through all time and into 
^^^■Hie space beyond." 

" My beloved, say that it is the yearning of an incom- 
plete soul for completion— the yearning of the river for the 
;a — the yearning — ah, Bertha, we cannot define it. If 
bve couiJ be defined it would cease to be love." 

"It would," she said, "It would sink to the level of 
Icicntc or theology," 
" It is enough that we can feel it beating in out heart- 
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;, Bertha. My heart has found the life Ihat makes it 
beat — my soul has found its sister soul." 

He had seated himself beside her and he felt for [ler 
hand. She placed it trustfully in his. 

They were sitting outside one of those brilliant tunnels 
radiating from the electric light of the quarter-deck. Only 
a few of the more restless of the passengers approached 
the place were they were sitting ; still he did not think it 
prudent to make the attempt to kiss her. 

He held her hand and looked into her face. Even out- 
side the sphere of influence of the electric light he could 
see its white loveliness. He held her hand. He had a 
sudden yearning to kiss her. 

From what source the yearning to kiss her sprang, it 
woulij perhaps have been difficult for him to say, " Soul 
meets soul on lover's lips," Shelley sang. But Mr. Charl- 
ton and Miss Lancaster had just been expressing their 
fervent belief that their own souls had met and mingled 
and become one, without the necessity for introducing the 
niystic agency of a kiss. On what grounds, then, should 
he yearn for that wholly superfluous kiss? The kiss has 
received the apostolic benediction, but only as a mode of 
gfeeting between brethren. Unfortunately it was not the 
kiss of hrelhren that he yearned for. It was the kiss 
inspired by Eros, who, we know, was intimately connected 
1*7 birth with Aphrodite. That family has, for a considera- 
ble number of years, had an evil reputation, especially 
SDiong such persons as live only in an atmosphere of 
Spiritual love, which is just the opposite to that system of 
life of which Aphrodite was an exponent. 

Just as his yearning was at its highest the electric light 
gave a couple of intoxicated blinks, then shone forth in 
Vi ewed splendor for about a minute, and then went out. 
e blackness of darkness into which the deck was plunged 
^ppalling. It did not, however, cause Julian Chad- 
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ton's yearning to be eclipsed. In a second after the light 
had gone out be had his arms about Bertha, and was kiss- 
ing iier passionately on the lips. 

What was extremely curious was that she did not seem to 
be in the least surprised. She actually seemed to have had 
that yearning, which found its culmination in that kiss. 

Alas ! the flesh was willing but the spirit was weak. 

The apostolic kiss was not founded on such a propor- 
tion of the two elements. Spirituality is its strong point. 

This is possibly why the apostolic kiss has ceased to be 
popular, while the other shows no sign of being super- 
seded by a glance into the interior of a black hat. 

Then the fickle illuminant of the deck flashed forth once 
more, after an uncertain minute or two. 

" There is some defect in the insulation," said the cap- 
tain. " The earth contact is probably defective. That 
sacred spark, you must know," he continued to his worship- 
ing circle of girls — " that sacred spark only burns clearly 
when the contact with the earth is well defined." 

" What does he mean ? " said Bertha, in a low tone. 

** He is talking elementary science," replied Julian, a 
trifle huskily. 

« Oh ! " 



CHAPTER XV. 

CONCERNING PROPOSITIONS. 

It is delightful to awake with that feeling which thrills 
I one to the finger tips, as it thrilled Julian Charlton 
when he opened his eyes in his bunk on the port side of 
(he Carnarvon Caslh — the feeling that one has one's love 
returned. Sometimes this feeling prevents one from 
dosing one's eyes at night. In such a case the pleasure 
of awaking with a consciousness of being thrilled by that 
feeling is lost. 

He did not hurry on deck, as he had frequently done on 
other mornings, when he regarded as wasted every moment 
spent apart from Bertha. When he found himself by her 
side and the side of 'her aunt, he saw that Bertha's face 
was roseate. Her lips were particularly brilliant. 

Could it be that the dye of that fervent kiss of his had 
remained upon her lips, and her face, he wondered. 

Mrs. Hardy looked at him and smiled. Then she looked 
at fiertha and smiled again. 

Could It be that Bertha had during the night informed 
her aunt that her soul had been successful in its search 
after its long parted sister soul ? 

If she had done so Mrs. Hardy was clearly ready to offer 
him her warm congratulations — the congratulations of a 
mother in Philistia. He shrank from such a tribute to his 
success in wooing. 

He felt that the acknowledgment that any success had 
been achieved by him had a tendency to diminish the mystic 
toent which undoubtedly entered largely into the love 
log between himself and Bertha. The ^oman Yiia-st?, 
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were to be congratulated upon their successful wooing _ 
the Sabine maidens ; but there was nothing particularl;^ -^ 
mystic about such a wooing. It was not a rushing of kircr^ 
dred souls together — the mingling of sister spirits. It di(^ ^ , 
very well for the Romans, and for the Sabines also ; and i i , 
produced a race of some distinction in their day. Itwoulo •^ 
not do for the latter years of the nineteenth century, how— "^^"^^ 
ever. 

Mrs. Hardy smiled away, first at Bertha, then at Julian, 
then at both of them, then at the much sounding sea, then 
at the poached eggs on the breakfast table. 

** Dearest," said Julian when he found himself alone with 
Bertha in the empty saloon after breakfast — **dearest, 

have you told your aunt that we are " He was going to 

say " engaged," but he hesitated — the word sounded com- 
monplace — " bound to one another " was the phrase that 
he found after a pause '^f a few seconds. " Have you told 
her that we are bound to one another ? " 

" I have told her nothing," said Bertha. " Our bond 
concerns ourselves alone.'* 

" Then why did she go about smiling in that suggestive 
way ? " said he. " I actually feared that she was about to 
offer me her congratulations — just as if we were the ordi- 
nary lovers of society." 

" Oh, no," said Bertha. " It could never come to that." 

'*But how can she know that " Again he hesitated, 

and this time the exact spiritual equivalent for the mundane 
phrase which was in his mind did not at once occur to him. 
He could not blurt out " that there is anything between 
us." There was nothing between them — that was just the 
point on which most emphasis should be laid. Their souls 
had mingled. 

** She can know nothing ; I have said no word to her," 
answered Bertha, without waiting for him to find the exact 
phrase of which he was in search. 
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^But I am certain from the way she smiled " 

3t was now Bertha's turn to smile. 

*'The thief doth think each bush an officer," she whls- 
V>ered, looking into his face with sparkling eyes. 

" Perhaps so," said he, with a responsive laugh. 

But all the Sftme he felt that Mrs, HarJy perceived that 
"he had told Bertha that he loved her, and that Bertha had 
not received the information in a hostile spirit. 

He was set wondering how it could be that a common- 
place elderly lady, whose greatest trials in the world were 
steps and stairs, was able to read a matter which he believed 
to be a profound secret — in fact a mystery. By what means 
did that lady, who seemed to devote so large a proportion 
of her few waking hours lo the consideration of such com- 
estibles as possessed a minimum of flesh-forraing qualities 
—by what means did she discover that he and Bertha had 
come to an understanding with regard to the unity of their 
souls? (That was the phrase he wanted.) 

Even if Mrs. Hardy had been awake— which she had not 
been— when the electriclight had blinked and gone out, she 
could not have witnessed the little incident which followed, 
leaving their faces flushed and their hearts beating with 
□nusual rapidity. 

He began to think that Mrs. Hardy was gifted with higher 
powers of perception than he had placed to her credit. Of 
course it was ridiculous to fancy that Mrs. Hardy could un- 
derstand anything of that mystery of mingling souls which 
conslitutefl real love ; but that system of smiles which she 
had developed in the course of the morning plainly suggested 
to him that Mrs. Hardy would, with a little encouragement, 
have actually expressed to him her warm congratulations 
upon a matter which she would probably have termed 
their engagement, (A horrid word !) 

He had a curious shrinking from commonplace con- 
Qtulations ; and this e: 
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; irould present anyoi 



E tbe pa»eage r s of the Cn-scfTM CmstU from follov 

Llqg die mmpte set t^ Uts. Hanlj. so far as her smilei 

: coocenwd. It was quite likely, be could not bel[l 

r, tbat some persons aboard might have been led t( 

: Uxat be had been shoving aueotion — that is ho 

tbqrvonldpot it — to Miss Lancaster. He determined I 

pot an cod to sncb impressions, and so be kept apart frotO 

ber daring tbe day. 

Tbat sbonld do the basiocss for him, be felt. 

Tbe result of bis puistuog this coetse was that Cap 
tain Waring remarked to Cjrit Sontbcotc : 

" That fellow Charlton is fnnher gone tban I tbon^it 
It's my impression tbat be has landed ber. He had beet 
denouncing poker as the last refuge of tbe brainless, but 
this momiDg he asked me if I would have a game, 
won thirty shillings from me. He coutdn't have done that 
if he had had anyihiug oo his mind." 

" Is Saul also among the prophets ? " cried Cyril. 

" Saul— Saul ? What Saul ? " 

" Is the Bayonnettcer among the psychologists ? " 

"The what?" 

"The Introspeclors." 

" You are madder tlian ever." said Waring, turning away.' 
" 1 say that a man can't have the two things on his mind 
— a girl and poker. He must give up either tbe oq« 
or the other." 

"And Charlton has, you fancy, given up thegiri?" 

" He has made certain of her — ^that's all the same. I: 
won thirty shillings off me." 

"Thai's conclusive." 

" It would be to any fellow of ordinary dullness, like t! 
t of us. I don't suppose it would satisfy you, Sonth- 



■VI 



COJ^CERNIiVG FSOPOSITIONS. 



97 



*• My dear friend," said Southcote, "any opinion that you 
? pronounce regarding potter would be ihorougiily satis- 

tctory to me." 
f By tliis Mr. Southcote wished it to be understood that 

; estimated at a very low value any opinion that Captain 
might be led to pronounce on anothersubject. But 
bwever this might be, no sooner had Charlton gone on the 
vidge with a cigar after dinner than Cyril said to him cas- 
^ny: 

" By the way, Charlton, do you remember expressing the 

Inion, when we were conversing on the subject of the 

(cnomenon of love, that the process of mutual attraction 
dual, not sudden ?" 

'■ 1 remember perfectly welJ," said Charlton. 

" And you recollect, perhaps, that I expressed my belief 
in the sudden process?" 

« Perfectly." 

" Have you given any thought to the subject in the mean- 
time, may I ask ?" 

" Thought ? no — I have thought nothing about it." 

" Then you hold your opinion still ? " 

" Anything but that," said Charlton. 

"What? But you said you had given the subject no 
thought ? " 

" And do you fancy that any human being ever came to 
asalisfactory conclusion on such a subject by thinking about 
it ? Do you really fancy that the phenomenon, as you call 
it, is an intellectual process?" 

"Certainly I do not. The first symptom of the disease 
has often seemed to me to be a paralysis of the intellect." 

" Then why do you assume that the conclusion I have 
corae lo is the result of thought ? You should be ashamed 
of yourself." 

Charlton seated himself and felt in his pockets for his 
match box. • 
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Cyril Southcote was actually ashamed of himself — for closej 
upon a minute and a half ; then he lay back in his chair^ 
looked at Charlton, and laughed. 

But while Charlton was having his smoke on the bridge^] 
in pursuing the policy of disarming suspicion among 
passengers, Miss Lancaster was honored with three pro*j 
posals of marriage inside the space of an hour and 
half. 

This is rather over than under the average to which youngj 
women have to submit in the course of a contemplative even-J 
ing. But then all young women are not blessed with 
income of their own amounting to over ten thousand pouQ( 
a year. If they were, the returns of the Registrar General] 
bearing upon spinsterhood would present a healthier appear-' 
ance than they do just now. 

The Parliamentary Nuisance — the disguise of the indi- 
vidual under this name is perfect ; for who could identify 
a cat from being told simply that the animal was white ?— 
approached the girl's seat almost immediately after dinner; 
and in the course of his conversation remarked that if he 
could induce Miss Lancaster to become his wife, the future 
of the International Gallery of Photography might be 
regarded as certain. Miss Lancaster assured him thatj: 
though the prospect was fascinating, still circumstances pre- 
cluded the possibility of her assisting the Nuisance in the 
capacity in which he had suggested she might appear by his 
side. 

On hearing his fate he was downcast for some time ; but 
his nature, naturally sanguine, had been rendered Still more' 
callous to rebuffs through his being called to order by the: 
Speaker almost every time that he got up to address the: 
House ; and he left Miss Lancaster's side assuring her thai 
he would hope. 

The place which he had vacated was almost immediatel; 
occupied by the interpreter of " Alice in Wonderland." H< 
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^Bdered if Miss Lancaster could suggest what was meant 
Kbe Seven Maids with Sevtn Mops. That was a point 
^Kh had, he kaew, to be faced sooner or later. Now who 
^n the Maidil What were the Mopsl 
^Heven,"said Miss Lancaster thoughtfully. "Why should 
^Ktamber specified be exactly seven ? Why not four, or six, 
^B>r that matter, five or eight, unless the author meant to 
Hnest something of importance ? Is not the existing sys- 
^Et}f British parliaments septennial ? " she inquired. 
Hnir. Crawford started to his feet and took a few steps 
BirneiJIy up the deck to conceal his emotion. 
[ He did not return to his seat for some moments ; when 
pedid so at last he laid his hand upon hers. 
t"* Miss Lancaster," said he in a voice that was slightly 
pemulous, "I am middle-aged, a student, and a literary 
fauia." 

[ Bertha looked at him. What could he mean, she won- 
dlBred, by formulating this progressive list of misfortunes, 
\ '* I have also a daughter," he said, as if by way of culmi- 
^ting the catalogue, " But I have been a widower for five 
l^ears," he added, brightening up; "and if you could see 
jtour way to join your fate with mine in the enterprise which 
Have at heart, I do not think you would ever regret it." 
B^Mr. Crawford," said the girt, " I am not so certain 
^Bat the septennial parliaments being referred to. There 
H| Seven Maids with Seven Mops, you must remember — 
Ba it), fourteen in all ; that puts a new complexion on the 

^^ht does," Mr. Crawford admitted after a pause, " But, 

^Hrdtng the other subject " 

^^EThen, if we lind that our first idea was wrong," said the 
Hj^ *• should we not learn to think twice over every matter 
Kbuporlance before deciding upon the exact course which 
Hjpid be pursued?" 
^■r. Crawford was silent for some time. Then he said, 
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Yoii are right, Miss Lancaster. One should not act pre- 
cipitaCely in a matter that concerns both of us so nearly. 
If, however, I find that there were fourteen cabinet min- 
isters in the House of Commons when ' Alice " first appeared, 
I will not shrink from what I believe to be my duty. I will 
go below and make a note of your thoughtful suggestion 
regarding the septennial parliaments." 

He rose and made for the companion ; but when about 
halfway across the deck he stopped and stroked his chin, 

_ as if suddenly recollecting something — to be exact, as if he 

\ recollected having forgotten something. He glanced back 

I at Bertha for a moment, and then walked on. 

I Before he had disappeared into the companion Charlie 

rBarham was sitting in the seat he vacated. 

I> " Have you ever seen a fiy in amber, Miss Lancaster ? " 

■he inquired. 

L " Never," said she. 

I "I have. It's a rummy sort of thing. You are like 

I " Oh, I say, Charlie, temper your justice with mercy." 
I " A fly is, we all know, a beautiful, lively creature," 
I " It is lively, at any rate — I admit so much." 
I " So are you — you are lively, and bright, and beautiful, 
Land — and yet you scroodge yourself in among a lot of fos- 
fc^Is — amber is a fossil, I suppose— so that one wonders how 
Ktbe — that is, how on earth you got there," 
I '• How on earth ? Ah, I was afraid you were going to 
■Suggest a supernatural element as accountable for my post- 
Btion. Well, what is the moral of all this about flies in 
nmber, and fossils, and me ? *" 

W " You were meant for something better, Miss Lancaster." 
I " Nothing could be better than to point a moral, Charlie." 
I " Now don't you begin to laugh at a fellow. I'm serious 
K.DOW, and I want you to be serious loo. We'll be in the 
KSay of Biscay early to-morrow." 
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^L" And you are getting serious already r " 

^b'*'I mean that '■i it's anything like what it was any time 

^Biat I knew it, we won't be tli inking much about — about — 

^■hat I'm thinking about now." 

H " And will that be a misfortune or otherwise ? " 

V " There you go again. I don't believe you care a scrap 
for a fellow like me," 

" There you make a mistake. I do care a great deal for 
you — never having met a fellow like you before may account 
■jfor my infatuation." 
HL •• Ah, Bertha, Bertha, this is not love ? " 

V " No, it certainly is not love," 

H " And nothing less will satisfy the craving of my heart ; 
Bet me tell you that, I know that you will u^er to be a 
Enster to me. I don'c want that. I know too much about 
Bnsters to want any more." 

B " Charlie, I'm ashamed of you— indeed I am ; I thought 
^Better of you than this." 

^L " 1 expected this " — and the boy bent his curly head down 
^K bis hands, his elbow being on his knee. "It is my fate 
^R» slake the future happiness of my life upon one who 
^n}rns me — I have done it before now. But I did hope a 
^Ktle — never mind, I can bear it, if only you do not bid me 
^Kspair. I am seventeen now — yes, and a half — and I shall 
^K a sub-lieutenant in perhaps two years — in five more 1 
^Bsjr be a lieutenant — with good luck. Five and two are 
^Kren. It sounds a long time — seven years ; but if you 
^Bomise to wait I'll do the same." 

^B," Charlie," said Bertha gravely, "you are the nicest boy 
^D'sver met. If we were among all the passengers in the 
^Klloou I would kiss you," 

" Ah, no, don't say that ! Surely my case is not so 
bopeless as that." 

•' It is, I would have no hesi tation in kissing you in the day- 
Mia^t in the middle of the saloon — you are such a nice boy." 
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Charlie groaned. 

" You are only not nice," she continued, " when you t; 
nonsense. Now, tell me a good story — don't spare t 
V\\ believe it all." 

** I will tell you a good one I have had on my mind 1 
the past few days,*' he cried. " But all the same," he add 
in a subdued voice, "I love you, and I never will k 
anyone else." 



^^^^" CHAPTER XVI. ^ 

^H ON THE VOICE THAT BREATHED O'eR EDEN. 

^K*HE steamer slid into the Bay of Biscay and slid 
^H) tlimugh that watery area as though it had heen as 
^^niote from disturbance as an ordinary mill pond. A 
^^fcd cahii caused the waters to slumber peacefully ; and 
^^Bt -speed of the vessel was never less than l^ftecn knots. 
^^Ke playful demons of the bay, whose pranks are usually 
^^berienced by passengers who may fondly expect to sit at 
^^K tables without having their plates protected by that 
^^Bhogany framework known as " fiddles," seemed to have 
^^ROme suddenly melancholic. The tables were not turned 
^^Kb switch-back railways in miuiatnre. The vol-aa-vent 
^^b not sent sliding into any lap. The likeness to a pro- 
^^nile of an ancient type, which was suggested by the 
^^gpearance of the plum pudding, was not more deeply 
^^nressed upon the passengers by the motion of the com- 
^Hfible, however the illusion may have been strengthened 
^^Vi partaking of a portion of it. 

^^BThe Bay of Biscay, which had been occasionally referred 
HSby the passengers with bated breath, was found to be 
Fhothing particular after all. Those who had been most 
awe-stricken in alluding to it were now quite jocular on 
the subject of its terrors. Tliey alluded to it in familiar, 
not to say flippant, terms. The Bay of Biscay was to them 
wKat the Lord Chief Justice of England is to the attendant 
in the Turkish bath which his lordship may frequent. 

People who scoff at tlie Bay of Biscay will scoff at any- 
thing, just as those who sneer at Mesopotamia canoot 
possibly revere any priuciple. 
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F Aboard the Carnan'on Castle the laxity induced by 

fcroooih surface of the bay, entered into the passengers* con- 

Mdeiation of the love affair of Mr. Charlton and Miss Lau~ 

taster ; for no one who has ever taken a long voyage 

H^oard an ocean steamer needs to be told that the most 

niaborate precautions on the part o( whatever lovers are 

bboard do not deceive their fellow-passengers. In spile 

R)f the fact that Charlton smoked an unusual number of 

Bpigars on the bridge, and showed a dexterity at the game 

Brf poker which quite upset Captain Waring's calculations, 

K was soon known among ait the ship's company aft tbat 

Kharlton had asked Miss Lancaster to marry him, and that 

Hbe had consented. 

K But this was just what Chariton had not done. He had 

feerely told the girl that he loved her, and asked her if she 

^feved him. Though men occasionally marry the women to 

Bhom they have declared their love, there are instances on 

Bficord of such a declaration having been made without a 

Kord on the subject of marriage having followed. 

B It is, however, generally admitted that such incidents 

Hre unsatisfactory. 

■ Julian Charlton had avoided as long as possible all 

Keferencc to such a commonplace topic as marriage, in the 

W)Urse of his converse with Bertha. Every man believes 

Blat, in the matter of love, his own case is absolutely 

Hiniqne ; but his marriage he must admit to be but one in 

Bpme hundreds of millions of precisely the same type, since 

Hbe days of the Voice that breathed o'er Eden. 

H" Dearest," said he one evening in the Bay of Biscay, 

B'l do not think you ever told me what your arrangements 

Bere with regard to England." 

B " I never did," she replied. "You never told me what 

Bsre yours," she added, looking at him with eyes overfJow- 

^■s; with pure joyousness. 

H " You never told me what ready money yon have, or 
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what you hope to have in the future; some of the good 
people aboard seem to know all about it, however. They 
Say something about twelve thousand a year." 

" That is the exact sum, only that I allow my aunt a 
'"ousand a year, and pay her traveling expenses, and buy 
"^^ her bonnets, I do not know how to spend more than 
*bout tlie same amount myself, though I do my best to be 
extravagant. I hope I shall learn to spend the other eight 
"■^ ten thousand in England." 

'* Jt is a fascinating branch of education, Bertha," 
** You shall teach me, my beloved," 
** Nothing could possibly give me greater pleasure. 
***it you have actually a larger income than I have : I don't 
"^lieve that, even in the years when none of the farms are 
*^'^*"'=>wu on our hands, I have more than about seven thou- 
^*^<3 pounds to spend." 

"* In any case, we should between us be able to keep the 
^^^1 f from the door." 

' ' The wolf ? an entire pack, my dearest." 
** Then we need talk no more about money, when there 
■"^ so many beautiful things to be talked about," 

" I agree with you. Then let us talk about the sweet- 
^st subject that exists, Bertha. When are we to be mar- 
'■'^«J ? '• 

"When? Ah, Julian, I am ashamed of you ! When? 
*'^«re we not married inspirit the first hour we met — nay, 
*''^re our souls not wedded from the instant they breathed 
*^e: same air of this world, just as they were in that 
P^st existence of our souls of which we remember 
"<^tliing?" 

*'My dearest!" and he pressed her hand fondly if 

'^rtjvely — "who can doubt, from the mysterious way we 

^^1, that we were brought together through the subtle 

'*^ fluence of a Power which we can only dimly understand ? 

"« were made for one another, dearest," 
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" Tliea why should yi>u hurt me by talking about our 
marriage, as if it were something in the future — somethilig 
not yet accomplished ? " 

"Why ■• 

Julian Charlton paused, and looked at the tips of his 
fingers for some moments, 

" What were you going to say ?" she inquired. 

" I don't know what I was going to say," he replied ; 
" only — oh, my darling, do you fancy I have a doubt in my 
mind on the subject of the union of our hearts — of our 
souls ? We are indeed one — one in the sight of that Power 
that brought us together. But I would have you for my 
wife — I would have you by my side always." 

" And were you unkind enough to fancy that ! was going 
to run away to the uttermost ends of the earth, leaving you 
alone? O Julian, my hfe is bound up with yours. I can 
never leave you." 

" My beloved ! I have never heard such sweet words 
spoken on earth. You are right. There is no need for 
us ever to part now, I will get a special license — the 
wedding cannot be too quiet. What do you and I want 
with a crowd of people coming to the church to watch the 
ceremony? What is all the rest of the world to us, my 
beloved ? " 

" Nothing," she cried decisively — " absolutely nothing ; 
and that is why I say we are already wedded as indissolu- 
bly — nay, far more indissolubly than if the archbishop were 
to give us his benison — sell us his benison, I should rather 
say? for I believe your special license is an article of 
commerce." 

" That is perfectly true, no doubt," said Charlton slowly, 
and without any manifestation of enthusiasm. " Still, 
my beloved — well, we shall have to be content with the 
registrar." 

:" The registrar 7 " said the girl, " Why, that is just the 
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Same principle. My dearest i^ve, cannot you see with me 

^tiat, when a man and a woman are bound together by the 

ties of a love such as ours, every form and every cere- 

XKiony making up what people of the world call a marriage, 

i^ only a mockery — an insult to love? 'Whom God hath 

joined " — it is the arrogance of the priest to assume the 

<::»ffice of God, Dearest, I am on the side of God as upposed 

to the priest, God has joined us by that strong love which 

is sacred, indissoluble, mystic. It is the priest who, for his 

«:z>wn profit, has declared that until he has pronounced those 

^3acred words there can be no marriage. Just think of the 

x-nockery of it ; he will pronounce those sacred words 

tetween any two people — any man and woman who come 

■fcefore him bearing a duly sealed document, which has been 

fiaid for like an ordinary chattel. God joins people by the 

^nystic, spiritual bond of love. Does the priest make any 

inquiry with a view to find out if this bond exists between 

any couple who come before him for the purpose of hearing 

"him declare that ' Whom God hath joined let not man put 

asunder" ?" 

" I suppose not — that is their lookout," said Charlton, 
" Then it is a mockery — that ceremony which they call 
B^urriage," said the girl, 

^^■f It has done the world pretty well for some thousands 
^^Kj'ears, Bertha." 

^^^r'No, it has done the world very badly. Julian. Can any- 
^^Be doubt that much of the misery which exists in every 
^^Bilized community — which actually seems to be the prod- 
HVIt and attendant of civilization — is caused by marriage 
—legalized compulsory union ? That sort of union is en- 
slavement, It is the union that existed between Bonni- 
Iard and his pillar. ' Whom God hath joined let not man 
^t asunder.' the policeman says as he slips the handcuflts 
ker the wrist of a man and the wrist of a woman who 
Btids by his side. Does your idea of the union of son] 
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lead you to believe that the hands must be manacled as 
well, otherwise there is no union ? " 

My dear Bertha, to tell you the honest truth, 1 ha^e 
never given the subject more than a casual thought. Where 
there is no love I have always felt that marriage is worse 
than mockery," 

" And when God has given his best gift of love to a man 
and a woman he has made them one — this is a marriage that 
is not a mockery ; and 1 do not mean to be one of those 
people who go to the priest or to his civil equivalent to 
have this spiritual bond transformed into a pair of iron 
manacles." 

"But, my love, if people who have no spiritual bond 
uniting them choose to make a mockery of marriage, that 
cannot be regarded as a reason why marriage should not be 
accepted in its proper spirit by those who have been joined in 
soul by love — such love as ours, dearest ? " 

" Cannot you see, Julian, that you are now confusing the 
true idea of marriage with the idea of the ceremony known 
to the world as marriage?" 

" Perhaps I am," said he thoughtfully. The fact was that 
he had become suddenly thoughtful, not upon the delicate 
distinctions which the girl seemed to be able to draw, but 
upon quite another matter. 

" Yes," she continued ; " I do think that you fail to see 
that for us to go to the church and to ask the priest to join 
us in what is indeed a holy bond, would be equivalent to an 
acknowledgment that God had not joined us in that holy 
bond, the moment we loved one another." 

" My .God ! Bertha, do you mean to say that we should 
live together as man and wife without going through any 
ceremony ? " cried Charlton. 

" Ceremony ? " said she after a pause, during which 
her face was suffused with a lovely blush, "Ceremony? 
Julian, I am ashamed of you ! " 
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"Forgive me, my dearest," said he ; " but, really, there 

Retimes when one should speak in the plainest language," 

" Such times should be always with you and me," said 

" But you do not mean Why, think of " 

He really could not bring himself to ask her to think of 
>eir children. Even the plainest speaking must have its 

/** My dearest Iove,"she said, smiling, "do you really fancy 
at I have come to this conclusion— the gravest that any 
^man could arrive at — without having considered the 
ft tier from every standpoint ? " 
' 1 am sure you have not," he replied gravely. " But we 

|Ost remember that if we have " 

■ If we have what ? " She looked bravely into his face, 
\ t^Qv was his lime. 

' If we have — have made up our minds," he said, com- 
Bnciiig boldly, but finishing weakly under the influence of 
straightforward gaze. " If we have made up our minds 

' nsarry we must not forget that Good God ! You 

fcnnot fancy that it would be practicable for us in England 
' carry out your ideas ?" 
* Why should it not be practicable ? " she asked. " You 
Agreed with me just now that the world, with its ways — with 
'^s conventionalities — was nothing to us. It is the world 
3nu the prejudices of society that have led to the accumula- 
tion of error — that have led to the expulsion of everything 
'"at is spiritual and the cherishing of everything that is 
'"^terial. Marriage, according to society, is a social con- 
""^^^t. Some good people call it a sacred, religious contract; 
others maintain that it is a purely civil matter— all agre^ 
**Wever, that it is a social contract ; and all agree in the 
'^Solute necessity for having the machinery of the divorce 
•^rt in good working order. My beloved, do we not know, 
'**U and I, that the only indissoluble marriage ijt Shat gfeJU 
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has brought us together, making us one by that love which 
is God's best gift and God's deepest mystery ? " 

" Can I doubt it, Bertha ? Only— England ! " 

" England is no more to us than any other part of thc| 
world. Why, I do believe that you will talk to me of Mrs.^ 
Grundy next." 

" Bertha," said he gravely, " I can understand a pure- 
minded girl, such as you are, hoping to carry out what she 
believes in her heart to be a great plan to make the world.j 
look at a purely spiritual matter, such as we know love toi 
be, from a spiritual standpoint, and not from a merely social j 
standpoint. But, believe me, dearest, the world is too gross 
to be regarded as ripe for such an experiment as you sug-. 
gest. The men and women of the civilized world require t< 
be bound by such a contract as that which we call, for wantj 
of a better name, marriage. It is found necessary for the 
law of the land to be framed so as to punish the man who 
deserts his wife." 

" Deserts the woman with whom he is living," said the 
girl quickly. " If she were really his wife — his wife as you] 
and I and Heaven regard wifehood — he would never desert 
her. That love which alone is the mystic bond of true] 
union does not come and go. It is eternal. Il cannot be j 
severed." 

" I feel that every day. Bertha," said he. " I thank God 
that every day but increases my love for you. But I feel 
that I should be behaving as a scoundrel if I were to take 
advantage of your " 

"Do not say * impulses,* Julian — say * principles.' I 
have held these principles for some time — since I was .sev- 
enteen, I think — three years ago. I have never had a hope 
of being able to realize my dream in this matter. I never 
felt the least suggestion of love for any man until I met 
you, and then I knew that the hour had come — I knew that 
I must love you, dearest." 
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** And it is because I love you with all my soul, Bertha, 
I cannot do you the terrible injustice of — oh, it is out of the 
question." 

He got upon his feet and walked quickly up the deck. 

She followed him with her eyes. 

Then she sighed. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

ON THE TEMPTATION OF FAUST. 

IT was a curious position for a man to find hims^*^ 
in. 

Had it been the other way there are the strongest reaso^^ 
for believing that it would not have been without precede^^' 

He was a moral man, as well as an Englishman, and ^^ 
was thus led to regard with extreme aversion the idea ^ 
being the pioneer of a new cult — if the girl's theories co^^ 
be called a cult. 

He could not see that there was any more excellent iV^^ 
of living with a woman than by being bound to her lyy 
leg^l marriage performed by a licensed clergyman of *^ "^^ 
Established Church, wearing a surplice, and holding op^^ 
an awkward oblong book of common prayer, from whi^ ' 
with chilling indifference, he reads certain phrases of ^ 
particular delicacy. 

All this, he knew, was disagreeable — almost ridiculo^^* 
but it was essential to the comfort of matrimony and to ^ 
legitimacy of offspring. It must be faced, just as ^ ■^ 
dentist must be faced. This is precisely what he t^^ 
always felt on the subject of marrying and giving 
marriage. 

But here was this girl, whom, with all his soul, he hop^ 
to marry, endeavoring to show him a more excellent y^ 
of attaining to the happiness of marriage than by subn^- 
ting to any ceremony. 

He reflected, as he looked far away across the smo 
waters, over which that prodigal millionaire the sun v^ 
flinging his gold, that, if he had come to the girl speaki 
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to her the words that she had spoken to him, he would be 
fegarded as one of the greatest scoundrels in existence. 

And yet he knew that the girl was the sweetest and most 
P"* re-minded that had ever worn the grace of girlhood. 
Every word that she had said was true — that was the worst 
0' the matter. When people love each other ti'uly they 
*'^ bound together by the real bond of marriage. The 
appearance of a man and a woman before a priest or a 
^^SUlrar does not make the rite sacred. It is merely a 
''^Tiiithis ceremony of marriage; but, unfortunately, the 
P^'^ple of every civilized country have come to regard it as 
'"e seal of respectability. 

t-.overs, let them love never so well, could not, he was 
"^l| aware, create a home uoless they had gone through 
M*^ ceremony of marriage. But a man and woman, even 
'hoitgh they detested one another as heartily as husband 
an<i ^jjfe ever did, were regarded as respectable, and, con- 
'^qiiently. commeudabie, provided they had been pro- 
"'^liiiced man and wife by the priest or the registrar, evea 
though the priest's intellectual and spiritual services were 
appraised at so hurahle a figure as ;^izo per annum, and 
^'''en though the registrar's intellectual labors were thought 
'" be fully remunerated by the trifiing arf^a/. payment of 
''*lf a crown. 

^Vhat he had said to Bertha was perfectly true : he had 
"ever given the marriage question any particular thought, 
I' had certainly never occurred to him to consider it from 
the elevated standpoint of spirituality. It was all very well 
'0 talk about the union of souls being the true foundation 
"5 marriage ; and it was doubtless a fact that the union 
'let ween himself and Bertha could not be made more com- 
plete if the marriage service were read before them in due 
(ortBiby the archbishops of Canterbury and York, with the 
Episcopal Bewdt forming a cordon round the altar while 
^ fefemony was !bsjng performed. But then all couple? 
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"" who presented themselves before the priests or the rcgl 
trars were nut like Bertha and himself : tliey had not that 
spiritual affinity which made Bertha and himself absolutely 
o4ie ill soul. And the laws which governed society were, 
very reasonably, framed to suit the requirements of the 
average man and woman, not the requirements of the 
exceptionally spiritual. Consequently society would not be 
disposed to tulerate such a breach of Ihe social code as 
was suggested by Bertha. It would be impossible to 
explain to eveiyone that, in their particular case, the church 
ceremony was wholly unnecessarj-, the fact being that they 
had become one in soul the instant they had first met. 
This he perceived with absolute clearness. He had even a 
curious suspicion that if he were to attempt to make such 
an explanation to the moat intimate of his friends, he 
would get laughed at. He questioned very much if such 
an explanation would be unreservedly accepted by the 
Archbishop of Canterbury himself, who, being probably a 
very spiritually minded human being, should certainly be 
able to appreciate subtle points with something of mysticism 
about them. Why, even the Archbishop of Canterbury 
himself had thought it wise to go through the ceremony of 
marriage, though probably one of the most spiritual of 
human beings. It is this fact which compels the world to 
believe that the Archbishop of Canterbury is a human 
being. If it were not for this people might regard him as 
something altogether spiritual — say, a cardinal. 

Into the question of the vows taken before the altar by a 
man and a woman standing side by side, Mr. Charlton did 
not enter in the course of his communnings with himself. 
He knew it would be absurd to do so. He knew that 
neither the law of the land nor the law of the Church 
regarded the taking of these vows as involving any sacred 
obligation either upon the man or the woman. If a man 
or a woman committed perjury in a court of law a criminal 
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, ^Sedition followed, and a sentence of imprisonment; but 
a woman disobeyed lier husband, or failed to honor him. 

^'le was visited by no penal consequences. Of course if 

^^e went too far in one direction the husband might have 
■^is remedy ; but the woman was not prosecuted by the law 
^f the land for having perjured herself. As for the man, he 
\)roke his vows every day without incurring any penalty. 
Ciearly, then, the ceremony of marriage, involving the 
taking of these vows, was regarded as a good deal less 
sacred than the ceremony involving the taking of an oath 
in a court of law. 

Charlton dismissed the vow-taking aspect of the cere- 
mony of marriage as unworthy of serious consideration. 
Indeed, the result of his contemplation of the whole qnes- 
tion suggested by Bertha was a conviction that she was 
perfectly right in point of principle. If society could only 
be brought to perceive that there were exceptional cases — 
his case and Bertha's was an exceptional one—in which the 
ceremony of marriage was wholly unnecessary, all would 
be well. But he could not hold out to her any hope that 
society would be disposed to regard their particular case as 
exceptional. Of course society was astray in this matter 
as it was in many other matters ; but this fact did not alter 
the aspect of the question so far as he and Bertha were 
concerned. If they meant to live among decent people 
they must conform to the mode of life and the prejudices 
of decent people ; and among their prejudices marriage, as 
a ceremony to be gone through before a man and woman 
could set up a home, occupied a prominent place. To be 
sure, some people declined to conform to the prejudices of 
decent society— the teetotalers, for instance ; then there 
were the vegetarians and the antivaccinationisls and the 

yiady who kept a hundred cats in her house. Such people 
e not popular. 
SVere he and Bertha, he asked himself, prepared to sink . , 
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to the level of vegetarians ? Were he and Bertha ready to 
take their stand by the side of the lady and her hundred 
cats? 

Then there was the question of children. AVere he and 
Bertha 

He turned away from the sunset and walked straight to 
her side. 

" Bertha," said he in a low voice, but without a falter — 
" Bertha, I cannot do it. I cannot do it, because I love 
you too well." 

" Oh, my beloved," she replied, " I know that the 
measure of your love for me is as the measure of my love 
for you, therefore I know that we shall not be separated. 
It is not in your power to leave me now. You and I are 
powerless to struggle against love — the love that has 
made us one. You know that we have been made one. 
You are not the man to fight to the death against love." 

" I will not do you this wrong. Bertha," said he. " I will 
not do you this wrong." 

She shook her head and smiled. 

" I forbid the banns," she whispered. 

He walked up the deck without another word. 

It was a curious position for him to be in. 

Here was Gretchen tempting Faust, and Faust bringing 
to his aid to resist her all the moral principles which had 
been inculcated by the schools, and a good many more 
besides. 

Would his intimate acquaintance with the moral princi- 
ples of the schoolmen avail to render her simplicity impo- 
tent? Would that fascinating simplicity of this Gretchen 
prevail against the strong morality of this Faust ? 

It is a terrible spectacle — the struggling of that innocent 
dove, Gretchen, against the fatal fascination of that seduc- 
tive Faust ; but how much more terrible is not the spectacle 
of the artless Gretchen endeavoring to lure Faust on to 
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v^hat the world has, for a considerable number of years, 
termed immorality ! 

** I will not be led away. I am firm in my morality," said 
this Faust to himself as he walked up the deck. " Yes, I 
have principles. I will never yield." 

He turned and looked back at her. What an exquisite 
face she had ! What exquisite feet she had ! 

Alas, for the moral Faust ! 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

ON THE THAMES. 

JULIAN CHARLTON certainly meant to adhere to the 
resolution which he had formed in regard to Bertha 
and her principles. He felt that his resolution was a right 
one, even though he was ready also to acknowledge that 
her principles were founded upon the truth. She regarded 
from such an exalted standpoint that spiritual passion — if 
he might venture to call it a passion — known as love, she 
could not bring herself to consent to subject it to the indig- 
nity implied by the ceremony of marriage — the " manacles 
of the Church," as she called it. It would be 'an affront to 
this love, which was a union of souls, to make it the subject 
of vows spoken in the presence of witnesses. Were she to 
do so she would be consenting to regard it from a material 
standpoint, divested of all its spirituality. It would be an 
insult to a man who had made certain statements, to insist 
on his taking an oath to their accuracy. It would be an 
insult to a man who had lived a life of temperance to insist 
on his ** signing the pledge.** It would be an insult to her- 
self, loving Julian as she did, to insist on her taking a vow 
before a number of witnesses to continue loving him. She 
did not care what the world would say. The world was 
usually wrong. The world had killed all its noblest teach- 
ers, but their truths had survived and truth would prevail in 
the end, if only people were not afraid of the opinion of the 
world. She believed that there were thousands of men and 
women who thought with her on this subject. They only 
needed to be given an example and they would all follow it. 
She meant to be an example to them. She meant to be the 
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Tiioneer of this faith—not a new faith, but the oldest 
existed on earth. 

This was the sum of her belief, and her belief was, he 
knew, that of a pure soul, fuli of aspirations after the 
highest form of life, and ready to face martyrdom, if nec- 
essary, for her faith. He also knew that it was the faith 
of a soul that knew more about heaven than it did about 
fhe world. Such were the souls of the martyrs from Abet 
<3own to Gordon. They knew too much about the inhab- 
m tauts of heaven and not enough about the inhabitants of 
*.he nether world, Abel had had his experiences of Para- 

S! ; but he was not a man of the world. He had not 
a wide experience of men — circumstances were against 
. Cain had no better chance than he, but he proved 
: he knew less of the ways of heaven than he did of 
ways of getting the upper hand of his fellow-man. 

Gordon had his faith — chiefly in himself— but his knowl- 
edge of the exigencies of contemporary English politics 
was extremely limited. 
Bertha Lancaster's soul had upon it, Julian felt, no 
I gta in of earth. She had a fervent belief in the spiritual 
^^^iire of love, and she was only acting in sympathy 
^^Kb this belief when she refused to go through the cere>- 
^^^ny of marriage with him. 

I Several times before the English Channel was reached he 
inquired of her if she meant that they should part. She 
amiled and shook her head as she had done before, saying: 
) late now. You know that it is not in the 
fcffer of anything on earth to part us. Even if we should 

r see one another again we shall not be parted." 
Pi will not do you this terrible wrong, Bertha," said he 
ire than once. " I am not a scoundrel." 
f\ know what is in your heart." she replied. "It is the 
i that which is in my heart. You are a good man, 
s my love." 



II 
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They continued sitting together and talking ut^* 
English Channel was reached, and with a blue Ap^" 

Hows 

overhead and a gray, murky water parting before th^ ^ 
of the Carnarvon Castle^ the estuary of the Tham^^ 
reached. 

He stood by her side, pointing out to her the v^^^^ 
places of interest of which she had heard. She had ^^^^ , 
of all except the Isle of Dogs. She had never \y^^^ 
even the name of this glory of the Thames. 

Before the docks had been reached the passengers '^^^^ 
had worshiped her had spoken their farewell words *° 
her ear. They were very sad words — especially tl^ ^^^ 
spoken by Charlie Barham. 

"If you are ever in need of a friend. Miss Lancast^^i 
said he, " you may count upon me. I am yours till de^**^' 
It is an infernally bad world this — I have had a pretty f^^^ 
experience of it now — it's bad — it's hollow. True frie^^^^ 
are not found every day. If you need a friend just t^ *f" 
graph to me. Even if we are stationed at Zanzibar I ^^^ 
come to you. You may trust me." 

" Indeed I will." she said. " I should dearly like to 1^*^ 
you, only I know you would not let me." 

" No," he said mournfully. " I do not want to be m ^' 
to feel that we are so very far apart. I never knew V^ ^Z ^^ 
great was the barrier between us until you offered to V^ 
me. Good-by. I hope you will never find out by bit 
experience how hollow the world is. I have found it cf 
My heart has been the lead and my heart strings the 1^ 
line which I have heaved into the great abyss of the holl 
world. I have sounded its hollowness to its full dep 
Good-by. God bless you ! " ^ ^ 

Then the Parliamentary Nuisance came to her with ^^^^ 
offer of an order to the ladies* gallery for any night s 
might desire to hear him speak. 

" You are safe to drop in any time on chance," said h( 
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generally speak every night. During supply I usually 

Sf»^ak about six times every sitting. When I am at my best 

I l"»ave averaged as high as nine times. On exceptional 

oc:«::asions I have been called to order as often as eight 

titnes ill the course of an evening," he added with some 

pride. '• I am particularly fond of India and the Crofters. 

1 <3 o a little also on the Advance of Russia, the German 

Annexations in the South Seas, insults to the British flag in 

Central Africa, and the boy who was sentenced to four 

itvonths' imprisonment for stealing a turnip — ' Ju.stices" Jus- 

UCe.' and so forth. Pray drop in some evening. If you 

come before 1 am called to order you will hear rae speak. 

^^— To a colonial our House of Representatives cannot be other- 

^^^BK'ise than imposing." 

^^^B "Imposing," said Cyril Sou thcote, who had just come up. 
■""Imposing — not merely imposing — the embodiment of 
imposition." 

" Touching the March Hare," said Mr. Crawford, who 
also had come np to make his adieux ; " could you suggest 
before we part, Miss Lancaster, whether this reference has 
an individual or a genera! bearing ? " 

Miss Lancaster looked at the interpreter of "Alice in 
Wonderland " attentively for some moments. She felt that 
if hard pressed she could identify the ante-type of the 
Mdrch Hare. 

" It is a delicate question, Mr. Crawford," said she. 
" Yes," said he, " it is a very delicate point. And yet it 
appears to me simple enough when you approach it in a» 
proper spirit of inquiry. I believe the March Hare to refer 
to the Democracy." 

" Perhaps so," said the girl. 

" My dear Miss Lancaster, my conclusion is simplicity 
itself. The March Hare as a type of madness has its 
equivalent in the Halter. Now, the vernacular of a hat is 
a tile, and the Hatter is consequently the tiler. Now, you 
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may remember that the originator of the democratic s 
was Wai Tyler, hence it is perfectly plain that the Man 
Hare refers to the Democracy." 

" I congratulate you, Mr. Crawford," said she, " I shf 
never forget your ingetiLous interpretations. The j 
Hare is indeed the best type of the spirit in which y< 
have approached your work." 

Mr, Crawford smiled, holding out his hand lo her in 
gracious way. 

" I feel that you are flattering me," .said he, "And j 
my instinct— the trained instinct of the modern litera 
investigator — tells me that you are doing me no more thi 
what is just. Yes, the March Hare may be accepted as 
very good example of the system which we pursui 
the modern literary investigators. My volumes will poss 
biy be finished in the course of eighteen months — certainl 
inside five years. I shall take care that you receive tl 
earliest copies." 

In due time all the passengers — they were mostly n 
who had been among her friends, took leave of her, 
then Marian Travers approached her with smiles. 

"It has been such a pleasure to rae to meet yoit,' 
Miss Travers. " But alas ! these friendships of mi 
ocean have more pain about them than pleasure. Ew 
the most intimate end with the sight of the shor 

Even such a friendship as I doti't see Mr. CharlU 

anywhere." 

" Neither do I," said Bertha. 

"But surely," said Marian, with eyebrows and haw 
uplifted, and a smile full of meaning playing about 1 
corners of her lips — " surely " 

"Oh, there he is," cried Bertha as Charlton appeared 

the civilized attire of London, having put off the Jrrespq 

k sible garments of the Atlantic. " Mr, Charlton, 

I Travers says surely " 
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aid Ciiarlton. " You are quite right, Miss 
ravers, as usual." 

•* 1 guessed as much," said Miss Travers. " Then I may 
oogratulate you both." 

"You may not congratulate me," said Charlton. " I am 
Ate mdst miserable man in the world." 
} ''You may congratulate me," said Bertha, "I am the 
lUippiest girl on the River Thames — 1 suppose we are still on 
tht Thames." 

, quite understand," remarked Miss Travers. 

fceupremely miserable, the other supremely happy. 

to be the end of this strange condition of 



'God knows," said Charlton. 

" Ves, God knows," said Bertha .solemnly. 

"lam mystified, "said Marian. " Do yon mean to say " 

She looked first at Bertha, then at Charlton, with notes of 
interrogation at the corners of her eyes and her mouth, 

"f mean to say nothing," said Charlton. 

"And I mean to wait," said Bertha. 

"I hate a mystery," said Marian. 

"Then you hate a woman's heart," said Charlton, 

"And a man's soul," said Bertha. 

"I see that you are determined that I shall know noth- 
"6" cried Marian, " Never mind ; I am not of a curious 

'petition. Ciood-by. I suppose we need not hope to 
™»e a gallop together in the Row, such as we used to 
hue every day on the Flats," she added, turning to 
Charlton, 

I fear that we shall not," he replied. " I will only be in 
England for a week, I am going to South America, 

(1 believe there are a good many spots in the neighborhood 
"(Tierradei Fuego that have never been explored." 
Marian Travers gave an earnest look into his face — a look 
'ill of inquiry, full of promise, and not without hope. 
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When a gamester has only a minute and a half to make 
his game out of a difficult hand he is apt to become a little 
reckless, not to say desperate. 

Charlton made no response. 

She had lost. 

" Good-by," said she. 

" Good-by," said he. 



^ 



CHAPTER XIX. 

OM THE POWER OF A NEW SENSATION, 

[always regret landing," said Mrs, Hardy. "One 

Lgood thing about a ship is that there are no stairs to 

lie one— only nine down to the cabin, and there you 

The shore means stairs, and stairs are a great trial, as 

jfhaps I mentioned before. 1 am sorry to land, though 

3 afraid I indulged too largely in flesh-forming foods at 

oner. Albumen is a great snare." 

* Are we to part ? " asked Charlton as he stood by the 
: of Bertha, while the steamer was being warped into 
k. 

* It rests with you to decide," said she. " Why should 
t part ? " 

" There is only one reason," he replied. " I have not 
tanged my resolution." 

" And it is impossible for me to change mine," 
" Then we must part. My wanderings are not yet over, 
^.shall leave for South America next week." 
I "And I meant that you should be so happy — that the 
prid should be made happy through us." 
f " That is the dream of a pure soul inhabiting a different 
•Orld from ours. Thank God, I am ' strong enough to say 
"^ood-by before it is too late." 

" The world is too much with you, Julian," 
" I have lived in it a good many years — too many to 
^"ow of my having any doubt as to the course 1 mean to 
**'*^pl. Thank God, I am strong enough to do what I know 
-^** Ijc right in this matter." 

*Vou are a good man," she said aCtet a, \\U\e '^aa^^ — ■■&. 
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||^^!Bertha, Bertha!" cried the stranger, catching both her 
Itt&Qds in his and holding them without showing the least 
^'Eti of letting them drop. " After seven months here we 
ate together again. When you left us it was springtime 
'n Australia, and now you bring the spring to us here in 
England." 

As the man spoke Charlton was conscious of a sensation 
*-hat was altogether new to him. A singular passion 
throbbed through his veins and caused him to tremble. 
He (eh an extraordinary interest in the man, and yet he 
felt that he had never hated a man until now. The sensa- 
hon was new to him. He had never experienced the pas- 
sion of jealousy, for the simple reason that he had never 
^tn in love before. 

Then the elder man came up and put out a long, lean 
liand to Mrs. Hardy. 

"Hannah," said he, "welcome back to your home. 
Niece Bertha, you are welcome. You have grown. Has 
I' been in grace, eh ? " 

" Have you no eyes, Matthew ? " said Mrs. Hardy ; and 
ttom the lone which she assumed, Charlton knew in a 
loment that she was speaking to her husband. " Can't 
you see that she is grace itself ? " 

"Outwardly, yes," said Mr. Hardy; "but the inward 
wd spiritual — is it there, is it there ? " 

"How are the carnisolists, Uncle Matthew?" said 
Setliia, her eyes overfJowitig with laughter. 

"Oh, let the carnisolists, or whatever they call thein- 
wlies, rest a while," said the young man. " Let them rest 
""lil I have had a good chat with Bertha. Come along, 
B'rtlia," he cried in that honest, frank voice of his, putting 
"'s hand inside Bertha's arm in the most confidential way 
""aginable. "Come along, and tell me all about your 
»i>yages. , So you went to Calcutta > " 
t^ertha took only one step up the deck. She saw the 
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bexpressiou that was upon Chariton's face. It frightened 
r. 

" There is plenty of time for us to have our chat," said 
hshc to her frank friend, Mr. Vicars. " I must first present 
■■you to Mr. Charlton. This is my old friend, Mr. Eric 
7 Vicars, Mr. Charlton." 

Only for one second did an expression of suspicion pass 
lover ihe open countenance of Mr. Vicars as he looked at 
I'Charlton. Then his hand went out with a dash in front o{ 

and as he grasped Charlton's eagerly and wrung it 
I if it had been the bough of an apple tree from svhich he 
nxious to shake the fruit, his old straightforward look 
I came back, and his eyes shone with warmth as he cried ; 

"Any friend of Bertha's is a friend of mine, sir; that I] 
I'Can say with my hand on my heart." 

"You are very good to say so," said Charlton, open iiy*. 
I out his fingers, which had been disagreeably compressed by 
[•-the enthusiastic pressure of Mr. Vicars. 

"And this is my uncle Matthew, Mr, Charlton," said 
EBertha. "You have heard my atintspeak of her husband, 
fl am sure." 

Charlton was sure that he never had. He had formed' 
the impression that Mrs. Hardy was a widow. He, how- 
ever, shook hands with Mr, Hardy. 

"Not a colonial ? I thought not, sir," said Mr. Hardy. 
"I thought I could detect the absence of the Australian 
I pronunciation in your speech. We are a bit behind the, 
[■colonials in pronunciation, sir. Even in the best circles 
I at home we can only make the word ' no ' a monosyllable. 
I The advanced Australians make two syllables out of il 
t:<juiCe easily. In some directions I have heard them make 
1 try for three, but with only indifferent success. Advanci 
\ Australia ! They'll do il, if you give them time." 

While Julian Charlton was standing in front of Me 
[ Hardy he was quite aware of the fact that Mr. Vicars wa 
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holding Bertha's hand in one of his own and patting it 
"'th the other, at tlie same time moving quietly up the 
Qeck, making a little fuss now and again, as if particularly 
*Wxious to get out of the way of the other passengers, who 
Were greeting thi:ir friends from the shore ; and once again 
'hat novel sensation returned to him. 

It anyone had told him that it was jealousy he would 
''ave laughed. He simply felt that if a sailor were to drop 
* sharp-pointed marline spike — as sailors sometimes do — 
'''om the greatest altitude possible to be attained on the 
'^iainmast of the steamer, and if that marline spike were to 
Penetrate the skull of Mr. Vicars, he would not be annoyed. 
This feeling could hardly be interpreted into one of 
''egard for Mr. Vicars ; but, at the same time, if Charlton 
'*aci been told that it was the product of jealousy, he would 
'^ave laughed. 

He was not laughing now. Mr. Vicars was — in that 
■^luff, hearty, good-natured, frank, colonial style that seems 
'he natural vocal expression of a stalwart, brown-faced, 
"rcwn-bearded man with soft blue eyes and the heart of a 
little child. 

Eric Vicars had this sort of laugh. 

He had also the brown face, the stalwart frame, and the 
Soft blue eyes. 

Re had probably also the heart of a little child. 
Charlton would have liked to cut it out to make sure. 
Mr. Vicars was still edging away, laughing in joyous 
. thunderclaps, and giving proprietary pats to the girl's 
I ^and, when Bertha's eyes caught Charlton's. 
k She was by his side in a moment. Was it possible that 
■^e understood what that expression upon his face meant, 
^^nugh he himself did not know what was the passion that 
^^Bdaced it ? 

^HEO Eric, do help Miriam with that Saratoga," cried 
^^^K Hardy, addressing Mr. Vicars, and poinuag to vtvcctt 
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Miriam was struggling with a large trunk that had just 
been hoisted from the hold. 

Mr. Vicars was standing where he had been left by 
Bertha. He had his eyes fixed upon Bertha and Charlton 
with a curious expression in them for the eyes of a strong 
man with the heart of a little child to wear. Mrs. Hardy 
had to speak a second time before he seemed to be aware 
that she was addressing him. 

" A trunk— where ? Oh, I see. Certainly. I'm your 
man," he cried out in his heartiest and blufifest style ; and 
he swung himself in his good-natured exuberance from the 
poop deck by a stay, his legs sprawling in that jovial boyish 
way of his among the heads of the people beneath. 

Strong men with the simple hearts of little children can 
do such things without exciting remark. 

" Bertha," said Charlton quickly, " I was wrong ; you 
were right. If you can trust me, come to me. You arc 
my wife in the sight of Heaven. We can afford to laugh at 
the world. I cannot live without you. It is laid on me to 
protect you forever — to hold you away from any danger, ■ 
that the world knows ; I see it now." 

His face was very pale and his hands were trembling. 

Her face was flushed, but her voice was not tremulous as 
she said : ' 

" I knew you would come to see with my eyes, dearest. 
I knew that your heart would not be afraid to speak what ^ 
it knows to be the truth." 

" Who is that man ? " asked Charlton almost before she 
had done speaking. He indicated Vicars, who was beliav- 
ing to the passengers, whose heavy luggage was beioS 
hoisted on deck, with that good-humored rudeness whicl* 
comes so naturally to honest big fellows with the hearts o» 
little children. 

" Eric Vicars," said she. " Oh, I thought I had toW , 
you all about him." \ 
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never mentioned his name," said Charlton. 



^e is my oldest Australian friend," she replied. " He 
;Overseer on one of my father's runs — a most useful 
He left suddenly three years ago, and then turned 
'ur house at Port Jackson, My father did something 
1 at that time, and promised to do more. He died 
)re lie could keep his word. Eric saw us off when we 
;e(l for India seven months ago, and he has just told 
he came to England and hunted up Uncle Mat- 
j has just been a week here. A mine that he had 
ifc his savings in has just turned oat well. That is how 
^6 Comes to have the money. He used never to have 
ffloDey. He has a large heart." 

" How about the savings that he sunk in the gold mine ? " 
«lied Charlton. 

"1 suppose he must have managed to save some money 
*''ai we knew nothing about," said she, 

"No doubt," remarked Charlton. "Is he living with 
your uncle just now?" 

" Yes ; he could not bear to leave him after he arrived," 
said Bertha. "Poor fellow ! he did not know by what 
'learner we were coming, and he has been down at the docks 
svery day. boarding every steamer that arrived from the 
^2pe, He came on the same chance to the Ciirnanwn 
^Ue to-day. How delighted he was to see us ! Eric has 
> large heart, whatever his faults may ba." 

" It is a peculiarity in the anatomy of such persons," said 
Charlton. "And you are now going to your uncle's 
•louse ? " 

" Yes ; it I?, in Chelsea," said the girl. '■ I suppose that my 

^Btit will drive from here ; but I should much rather walk 

there with you, Julian. I suppose it cannot be so very far." 

" It is not so very far," said Charlton ; " only a trifle of 

nine or ten miles." 
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" Then the docks are not at London ? *' 

" They are not exactly in the heart of London. I will 
ask you to let me have the address in Chelsea, so that I can 
come for you when you are ready to be my very own." 

" But you will come with us now ? " 

" I cannot, dearest ; I am not a colonial overseer with 
a large heart. But I will go and see you to-morrow between 
the hours of six and seven. I must hasten to my neglected 
home just now, and see that it is fit for the reception 
of a mistress." 

He gave a little start and a gulp as he uttered the last 
word. 

A Mistress ! 

That was the word which escaped from him. 

He could not recall it. That is the worst about wof^^* 
When they are spoken they displace a certain quantity of ^^^ 
just as a pebble dropped into a still pond displaces a quar^*^^^^ 
of water. The circle of ripples broadens out from the ce '^^^ 
of the pool until it reaches the bank ; and the ripples of *^^' 
caused by the speaking of a word, broaden out until ^"^ 
effect of that word is felt outside the limits of our worl 

A Mistress! 
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CHAPTER XX. 

ON AN OAK SETTEE, 

LIAN CHARLTON sat alone on the evening of the 
lay of his arrival in England in the dining room of 
jackenhurst Court, the place which he had inherited from 
* father, and which his father had inherited from Julian's 
pndfather. How many times " great " should be prefixed 
llhe original grandfather who had built ISrackenhurst 
I the days of the first Duke of Marlborough, he 
I hardly tell — he did not care to think. Sir God- 
r had painted the P9rtrait of the original Charlton — 
aajor of dragoons. His descendants had been beau- 
I in turn by Sir Peter, Gainsborough, Sir Joshua, Sir 
las, and so on down to Sir Francis, P. R. A., who had 
I little time left over from hunting to bestow upon 
rt of portraiture, as it -was understood twenty-five 
sago. 
: portraits were judiciously distributed through the 
sat rooms of the Court. Behind Julian himself in the 
r room were two Romneys — his great-grandfather and 
cat-grand mother— and in front of him were the two 
lints — his father and his mother. 

I dined early, and as May was within a few days 
g, it was light enough at half-past seven for him 
e able to distinguish the features of the two portraits 
t hung on either side of the fireplace, in the grate of 
™ich a couple of logs flickered. 

" When I got your telegram. Master Julian," the aged 

t>«tler had explained. " I said to Mrs. Harwell, ' We'll have 

^ fire lit on chance in the dining room,' says I, ' for he'll 
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have been in many a warm quarter since he left us, and 
we'll not have him sit a-shivering.' " 

The light from the logs and the soft English twilight 
mingled in the room. He saw his father and his mother , 
smiling on him as they had done years before. The pic- 
tures had a new intere.";! in his eyes. His father and mother I 
had met at the place where he had seen Bertha for the first-J 
time. 

He had originally been impressed with his meeting Ber*'j^ 
tha because he knew that their meeting had taken placeT 
where his father had first met his mother. But now he was 
gazing at their portraits with renewed interest because they 
had met where he had first seen Bertha. 
• He kept his eyes fixed on them until nothing was left of 
the twilight but a blue patch in an opening in the lower 
boughs of a great elm on the furthest brink of the lawru 
The red flickering fire light now and again touched the 
canvases, and then went flying around the polished surface 
of the black oak panels, brought by the major of dragoons 
from the Low Countries. 

With the darkness there came to him an overwhelming; 
loneliness— such a loneliness as he had never felt in all his 
life before. 

She was away from him. 

She had become a part of his life — Ihe better part of his 
life. It seemed to him that there had never been a time in 
his life when he had not known her. Every hour during 
ithe past seventeen days — only seventeen days ! — she had 
been in his thoughts. 

And she was his own ! She would soon always be with 
.him — always by his side — always within reach of his lips ! 

The thought sent the blood coursing strongly through his ^sS^ 
■ veins ; but the thought gave him no pleasure, for it tame^»-«^^ 
Q bim wedded with another thought : 

lat would the originals of those two paintings say t£^ 
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Bey were alive and had become aware of my resoluiioii to 
:e in the same oak chair that appeared in my mother's 

iMnre, a woman who would be " 

f'' They could not understand," he said out aloud, as he 
fwK from his chair with an impatient movement, " They 
Could not understand. 1 do not suppose that many people 
"i" understand. What is it to us whether they do or not ? 
"C can live for each other, not for English societs-." 

Heopened one of the windows and stepped out upon the 
lerrate. There had been no time for any of the garden 
*^ts to be put back to their places — he had only tele- 
graphed from Loudon Docks at midday to have dinner 
reatjy for him — so he seated himself upon one of the stone 
*'^ps leading down to the second terrace. There he lit his 
cigar. 

T'he blackbirds were singing in their rich altos and bari- 
tones to one another away in the clipped laurels of the 
s'^fubberies. A cuckoo^ — the first he had heard for over 
IWo years — was heard in the distance, and over the park of 
s'nis the rooks were cawing, but very fitfully, for the blue 
•'f the twilight was darkening every moment. In the dis- 
'^nce of dim woodlands there was a hint of the rising moon, 
■lOw at its full. Behind him the lamp thai the butler was 
Carrying to the dining room glimmered from pane to pane. 
T-'he flitter of a bat, the flutter of a moth, the flicker of a 
S'wallow — he was aware of each in turn. All were a joy to 
"'m because he knew they would be a joy to her, when she 

*ouI(j come here to be his 

He got to his feet once more and walked quickly down 

"^ last steps and on to the brink of the broad fish pond on 

*'*'ch the water lilies were floating. Here and there the 

f*'ash of one of the fat carp which he knew so well 

^*"^ nded. Here at last was rest. 

'^e seated hi?nself on the concrete border of the pond 
g2S ^I'tiwed his thoughts to carry him away. Over the 
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boughs of the distant trees a silver band of moonT^EI 
stretched. It swept across the grassy slopes and lay upon 
the still water beside him. In the mystery of moonlight 
the figure of a boy with bright hair ran out from the shrub- 
bery and stood facing him across the fish pond. He started 
,at the sight of that figure. He knew it well. He knew that 
,e was looking at the gliost of his dead boyhood. 
Then as he remained sitting there the silence of the night 
'as broken by the sound of the church bell. At nine 
'clock every night, in all seasons, it was the custom to ring 
the church bell. Even the oldest inhabitant, who could by 
'judicious coaxing be brought to recollect occurrences as 
recent as Monmouth's rebellion, the execution of Charles 
.^he First, and, after a little persuasion, the stir caused by 
the appearance of the Spanish Armada, and all the talk 
there was when the news reached England that Lord Nel- 
son had been killed at that time — even this interesting per- 
sonage — who could read the Bible, only he didn't, without 
the aid of spectacles, resolutely declined to say positively 
in which reign this custom of bell-ringing at nine o'clock, 
had originated. 

But the sound of the bell brought back to Julian Charlton 
many memories. It brought back to him the memory of 
the two saddest days in his life. When the bell had tolled * 
for the death of his mother he felt that he was alone in the 
'orld, for he had been his mother's constant companion, 
■hen he had come to understand his father the bell 
.ihad tolled once more. Once again he asked himself if his 
IvTather and mother were alive would he have agreed to take 
the step which he was contemplating. 

" I'll not do it," he cried resolutely as he started again 
to his feet. "I'll not do it." 

He returned to the house and threw himself upon the 
oak settee in front of the burning logs in the now lighted 
dining room. 
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The motion of the steamer whose deck he had only 
' '^ft at noon was still felt by him, as it is by most persons 
*'i""iiig the first day or two after a long voyage; and 
"'t-H this motion there came to Him all the gracious mem" 
""es of the past seventeen days, when Bertha had been 
^y tis side. There was no suggestion of sadness in any 
"' these memories, such as there had been in his recol- 
'eotions of the years long dead. It was only when he 
ll'o^jght of what the future would be without her that he 
"■t overwhelmed. 

llien the thought came to him of how he had seen her 
That man whom she called Eric Vicars had been 






side, smiling joyously upon her face opposite to 
in the cab. He had not failed to notice how the 
^**ile upon 6he man's face had changed suddenly into a 
^^C)wl when he saw that the girl was waving a farewell to 
•^^r lover. 

If he were to go to Bertha the next day and tell her that, 
^*t>on consideration, he found that he could not take her to 
"himself unless she submitted to the ancient and common- 
t*lace ceremony of marriage with him, they should part. 
And then ? 

There came over him once again that curious feeling 
Which he had experienced for the first time in his life when 
He had seen her by the side of Eric Vicars. He felt certain 
What were the designs of this man Vicars in regard to 
bertha. He felt certain that Mr. Vicars would not have 
^ny delicate scruples in the matter of humoring the girl. 
-At any rate, if he had the least scruple, there were numbers 
taf men who would have none. 

Was he prepared, then, to see this virgin life sacrificed to 
the inclination of some other man— of some man who would 
be unable to appreciate that purity of soul which was actu- 
ating her to set at defiance a social law which nearly every- 
one looked upon as the very foundation of civilized society ? 
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HTas he going to stand by while she became tlie victim of 
^pat coarse fellow — he was a coarse fellow, Charlton felt — 
HhoLii she had called Eric Vicars ? It only required that 
Bome plausible adventurer siiould meet her — some scoundrel 
n>ho would pretend to have principles identical with her own 
Epn the question of marriage, and she would become his 
nctim. She had an income of several thousands a year — 
^bite enough to tempt that coarse colonial, vrho had cer- 
B^inly come to England to find her, doubtless after preying 
^br some time upon her father. 

H Charlton had a profound distrust of Eric Vicars. Who 
Bsuld avoid distrusting a man who had such an honest 
Blugh? be asked himself. It is a peculiar instinct that 
Kiduces men to distrust others who have a fine, slraightfor. 
Kard way of laughing — when they are not looking at their 
Bfiighbors out of the corners of their eyes, and others who 
Btear a perpetual smile — when they are not cursing their 
^nves for having a cook who sends underdone mutton to the 
Kbie. 

K Charlton could not think of Vicars with patience. Was 
^B not clearly his duty to save Ihat young virgin life from 
Huch a man — from all men who would only be too glad to 
appropriate her and her money ? That Mr. Hardy loo, with 
Hiis ridiculous theories and his semi-evangelistic airs — was 
Bie tobe permitted to exercise bis baleful influences over the 
Bg[irl, to get her to throw away her money, forwarding the 
fciterests of the society of carnisolista — as he called them in 
fcefiance of elementary philology ? 

■ Every moment made it plain to him that it was his duty 
no avert by all the means in his power the possibility of Bertha 
E^ancasler's being made the viu'tim of unscrupulous adven- 
fturers. Poor girl ! She deserved a better fate llian that, 
\ He had but a poor opinion of his fellow-men when it came 
Jto a question of their accepting the companionship of the- 
jiOiost charming girl in the world with an income of a trifle 
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under twelve thousand pounds a year. It was clearly his 
duty to protect her from them all. 

** I love thee so dear that I only can leave thee,** sang 
Mrs. Browning's heroic lover. That was all very fine and 
heroic ; but would the resolution bear to be regarded as 
equally heroic if the man was leaving the girl whom he 
loved to become the victim of an unprincipled adventurer ? 
Was there anything heroic in delivering her over to a life of 
^^S^'adation and misery ? 

I^is mind was fully made up. He would be her protector. 
He would shelter her with that great love of his, so that no 
danger should approach her. She would never know any- 
thing but happiness with him. Oh, it was perfectly true 
wliat she had said : they were already wedded. They had 
the sanction of Heaven, whose best gift to man is love, for 
their union ; what did it matter whether or not a priest was 
concerned in the transaction ? All the hierarchy could not 
^ring them nearer to each other than they were. 

Heaven was everything. They were one in the sight of 
Heaven. That was warrant enough for him. As for that 
colonial adventurer — well, he would find out that he might 
^s well have remained in Australia crushing his quartz, 
bertha Lancaster would not be a gold mine to him. 

^e laughed aloud at the thought of the discomfiture of 
^^ colonial adventurer. His laugh was anything but frank 
an^ honest. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 1 :t 

ON THE ART OF LYING. 
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JULIAN CHARLTON spent an hour with his thoug^^^ 
in the dining room, and then he went into the 1^^^^ 
drawing room, carrying with him a lamp. The delic^^^ 
French decorations of the wall still remained covered '^^^ 
chintz, and the old ormolu candelabra were hidden in t>^^ 
of oiled silk. The French cabinets with Watteau-pain^^ 
panels of porcelain were, however, exposed, and ^^ 
polished parquet of the floor glistened beneath the light ^ 
his lamp. He took the cover off one of the chairs a-^ 
seated himself. It was a beautiful room, he knew; t^^- 
what would it be when she had come to it — when she woc* ^ 
be in that chair with her fair head lying upon the Freu ^ 
tapestry which had been hidden beneath the chintz?, ^^ a 
room was silent now, but soon the music of her voice a^ 
its sweet laughter would be heard there. 

While he was thinking his thoughts Mrs. Harwell, tt^ 
housekeeper, entered the room, but seemed surprised i^^ 
find him there, and apologized for her intrusion. 

" Why, I was just about to set out in search of you, Mr^^ 
Barwell," said he. 

" I didn't think you would leave the dining room, sir, ^ 
said the housekeeper. "You said you didn't want thi 
room put in order for you, or I would have seen to it." 

" I merely strolled in to see if I recollected anything o 
it," said he. " I have not been in a better room since X- 
left home, Mrs. Barwell." 

" Do you say so, sir ? Well, Tm pleased to hear it. % 
notice a spot of damp on the wall under that window ; buf^ 
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nothing, after all. I had the floor done once a 
curtains shook every fortnight ; for let the 
and you may make up your mind to keep 

" It is a pleasant room, Mrs. Harwell ; it only needs one 
thing to make it the pleasantest in the world." 

" The flowers, sir ; ah, I knew you'd say that ; only, you 
^^«, you came so sudden like on us at last, and you said you 
'*<*\i!d not leave the dining room this evening." 

" 1 wasn't thinking of flowers — at least not exactly. The 
'act is — well, I suppose a man must get married some time, 
^rs. Barwell." 

*'You don't say so. Master Julian ! " cried the house- 
''^^per, lapsing in her excitement into an obsolete mode of 
^^dress. "To be sure^to be sure ! Didn't they all say 
'**^t it would be queer if you didn't find some young woman 
"* foreign parts that would take your fancy ? And so 
I^OiiVe been and found her. I hope the color is all right, 
faster Julian," she added gravely. 
*' The color ? " said he. 

" I don't think I could respect a mistress that was either 
'^'ack or yellow, God forgive me!" said Mrs. Barwell. 
Not but what I've seen foreigners as far away as Boolong 
that was a moderate wholesome color — for foreigners, of 
Course ; but most of them have a lampblack complexion^ 
*nd the rest look as if they were uncommon slow in getting 
fid of a bad attack of the jaundice. A duck's foot isn't a 
pleasant object for a gentleman lo have before his eyes for 
* constancy. You've set your hopes of happiness on some- 
thing softer than saffron in color, Master Julian ? " 
" She is a good English girl, Mrs. Barwell," said he. 
"Thank God for that — thank God for that ! " cried the 
housekeeper piously. 
" Yes, she is a good English £iri — that is, Australian." 
j. Barwell's face fell. 
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•' Australian ? Ah ! Botany Bay was all the talk when 1 
was a slip of a girl. An Australian, did you say, sir ? God 
forbid ! " 

" She was born in Australia, Mrs. Barwell, but her father 
and mother were both English. That makes her English, 
doesn't it?" 

" I'd be very cautious who I'd call an Englishman or ^^ 
Englishwoman. If we weren't very cautious there's ^^ 
knowing who mightn't claim to be called English — the 
Cornish folk, perhaps, or the Presbyterians." 

" Why, Mrs. Barwell, the Australians are far more En€" 
lish than the English themselves. They keep their hats '^^ 
their hands while the entire of * God Save the Queen ' ^^ 
being performed by the band." 

" That's a good sign, sir, if the young women are yell<>^' 
And may I ask when the happy event is to take place ? " 

Julian Charlton was silent. The woman repeated h^^ 
question ; but even then there was a long pause before *^^ 
burst into an unnaturally loud laugh, saying : 

" When ? Why, we are married already, Mrs. Barwell- 

'* What ! Married already, sir ? And not a word at><>*^ 
it among the obituaries in the Times^ sir — not a Miror"^ 
about it even in ih^ Brackenshire Chronicle ? I don't li*^^ 
that, sir. It doesn't seem altogether square when a Cb^-^" " 
ton of Brackenhurst Court gets married without it appe^^^' 
ing among the obituaries in the Times or to the length of ^ 
column, maybe, in the Chronicle.** 

" I am sorry you don't like it, Mrs. Barwell. If I be- 
thought that you wouldn't be pleased — but there ! it's ^^-^ 
late now." . . 

" And where did it happen, sir ? " the housekeeper ask^ 
as if she were alluding to an accident. 

** Where ? Why, in Australia, to be sure. Where el 
should it happen ?" ^ 

" Then they have a sort of marriage there — they ^o^ 
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iVe altogether promiskiss like ? Anyhow, to make sure, 
I 'd have it performed again by the Reverend Mr. Loftus, or 
maybe the lord bishop himself, in your own church. You 
didn't leave her in Australia, sir?" 

"She is in London, Mrs. Harwell, and she will remain 
there for a week or two yet. Then — perhaps we may go 
abroad for a month or so ; nothing is settled yet." 

*' If you had but given us a day's notice we could have 
had the best bedroom ready for you both " — Julian 
Charlton gave a little gasp, his face flamed like a girl's, 
and then a curious coldness seized him — ■" but you didn't 

even say that there was a mistress coming " He 

gave another gasp. 

*' Never mind, Mfs. Barwell," said he, rising quickly. " It 
is necessary for us to be in London for some weeks at least. 
1'hat will give you plenty of time to prepare for us," 

" Plenty, indeed, sir," said the housekeeper, going to the 
floor. " And I'm sure I wish you every happiness, sir, if 
it's not too late." 

" It's never too late to wish a man happiness — not even 
"hen he is married," said Julian, with a laugh. 

"And I know that she should be a happy lady this day 
—Unless you have changed a good deal during your travels, 
'If. The Charttons have always been good husbands — 
'liere has never been anything loose in their way of living, 
and every Charlton has had a group of at least six brides- 
niaids, and groomsmen to match at the other side. I do 
™>peihat 1 may announce that you had at leastsix couples 
twliind you at the church, sir." 

"You may say nine if you please — that will be on the 
safe side," laughed Julian. 

Mrs. Barwell did not laugh. On the contrary, she was 
""y solemn as she opened the door, made a housekeeper's 
'""flesy. and disappeared into the dim-lighted hall. 
He gave a sigh of relief. 
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When a man has been for about thirty years accu 
to be strictly accurate in his speech, and never even 
gest a falsehood, he has always more or less diffi 
accommodating himself to a different course of life 
not so easy becoming a liar as people generally s 
Julian Charlton was but a beginner — a clumsy am 
an art in which even the cleverest of mankind hav 
to perfect themselves, in spite of almost constant ] 
in its higher branches. 

All points considered, he was to be pardoned the 
gasps of his now and again — for those inartistic little 
when he should have been glib — for that little sigh < 
when he was released. 

Even the most exacting critic might "have pardon* 

He wanted practice. 




THE house in Chelsea to which Julian Charlton was 
driven on the next evening was a modest one, not far 
from the hospital, On the iron gate giving one access to 
^ garden, twenty feet by fifteen, there was a brass plate 
^^aring the inscription : 

Thk Carnisolibt Society, 

Matthew Hardy, Secretary. 

This scarcely looked like the house which a young woman 
waving an income of between ten and twelve thousand 
P**Unds a year would be likely to choose as a permanent 
•"^sideiice in London. If these were the headquarters of 
'"ecarnisolists he should judge that the society had not yet 
'^^ached a position that commanded the attention of the 
'Opulent. 

-As he knocked he reflected upon the possibility of the 

■■"iances of the society being suddenly placed on a more 

^tisfaclory basis through the incident of the secretary's 

*«ce coming to reside at the headquarters of the carni- 

"^ lists. 

But this conjecture and every other one was sent to the 

>«dswhen he became aware of the fact that a duet was 

^^ ing sung within the house — a duet for a very unmanage- 

*-* le bass and a very sympathet 



It that the soprano was hers. He had never heard 
s sing, but he had a settled conviction that the unruly 



"/ FORBID THE BANNS!" 

The voices went on while be waited impaliently out- 
side the door. Clearly the attendance of the servants at 
the bureau of the carnisolisU left a good deal to be 

Ddeslred. 

B He knocked a second time. 

H The voices went oa inside, and the bass was more 

Hem on strati ve than ever. 

■ He knocked a third lime with a force that threatened 
Bthe panel of the door. 

I A face appeared at a window to the left, the head cran- 
Ung round as far as possible. After another interval, the 
BdooT was opened by a rather bailered female ser\'ant. 
I " Did you knock more than once ? " she inquired affably" 
KVhbn Julian reached the door mat. 

■ "I knocked three times,'* he replied, hardly so affably. 
I "I Iliort sow," said the g-irl ; " 1 didn't 'earyow for the 
■noise," and she made a motion with her elbow toward a 
Bdoor to the right ; beyond that door the startling duet was 
■being song. 

■ The servant knocked at the door as a matter of form, ; 
Ealmost at the same instant turned the handle. 

■ The duet came to an abrupt close, as he entered the 
Kxoom and found himself face to face with Bertha, who had 
Bust risen from the piano, and Eric Vicars, who was stand- 
Hng by ber side. 
I Her face lightened up as she gave her hand to her lover 
HVrithout a word. 

■ Mr. Vicars laughed loudly, wiping his moist forehead 
Bffith the cuff of his coat. Then his hand went out with a' 
■Sash to Julian, and remained extended until — the interval' 
^pas considerable — Julian discovered it was I 
K " We were having one of the old songs together," said 
^Hcsrs in his hearty style. " It is one of the real busb 
^Bngg. Vou heard the Coo-ee chorus, I CKpect. We do 
^Bc Coo-ee ('retty well together, I think. It's 
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■ ^ti song that, and it does bring back the wild life to a 

* ' J can hardly doubt it," said Julian. 

"* "Why, I taught it to Bertha when she wasn't higher than 

th^t table," continued the ex-overseer. " She came up for 

^ ^t^ell to our run with the poor old dad. Ah, we had a 

t» rvie of it, my girl ! Bless me, how that song did bring it__ 

^^ ^ tjack to me. It did me good ; tny eyes got a bit walerj?, 

*t times here and there." He turned away his head for a 

'"*^*^nnent, and Julian saw the back of his arm moving to and 

^'^*^ on a level with his eyes. " It's nothing to be ashamed 

'*^." continued Mr. Vicars, turning round once more, as if he 

■^^d made up his mind' to be a man, " I'm not ashamed, if 

"^y eyes did become moist." 

** There is no reason to be so," said Julian. " No, not 
^Veti if the moisture extended to your forehead, as it seems 
^o have done." 

" Poor Eric sings with all his heart ; he has a large 
"Cart," remarked Bertha, smiling. 

*' Who wouldn't sing with one's heart when you are join- 
■ng in?" cried Eric. "It's a real bush song that- — the 
sou nd of the stock whip is in every line, 1 tell you. Bertha 
'S the pretty daughter of the squatter, you see, mister, and 
I'm the overseer that's in love with her on the sly." Here 
lie laughed loud and long and looked as sly as any man of 
"le stalwart, frank, straightforward type oould look. For 
s rnan with so large a heart he was wonderfully successful 
"I simulating slyness. " The story of the song — that's 
*Hat I'm explaining, mind — only the story of the song. 
I'o be sure, Bertha was the pretty daughter of a squatter, 
and I did a little in the overseeing line — that doesn't inter- 
fere with the story of the song — dear me, no ! Let us try 
°^er the Coo-ee once more, Bertha. It comes in, mister, 
"hen the-lover wants to signal to the girl that he's wailing 
'or her among the blue gums. Oli, it's a real bush song 



K-^ "/ fORBID THE BANKS!" ^^H 

pand no mistake. LorJ, how tt brings back tfae^IF 

Fttme 1 " 

I What was Mr, Chariton to say id reply to this exuber- 

unce — the exuberance of a schoolboy witli_ .overflowing 

Kpirits 7 

K He said oothing ; he only looked at Bertha. She was 

|rae same as ever, although surrounded by the horrible 

^^pes of furniture that were produced during the early 

Vrears of the queen's reign. The Windsor chair, the couch 

BWith a hump, the vulgar nialiogany sideboard with much of 

Klhe veneer peeled away— these were the most prominent 

Lobjects in the room. The pictures were German prints of 

■the Empress Eugenie, the queen and the prince consort. 

I -and her Majesty handing a Bible to the anaaxed nondescript 

Kbarbaric chief, assuring him that it was the secret of 

^England's greatness. 

■' In spite of all she was exquisite. 

f But what could he say to her with that big brute standing 

Bat her elbow ? 

B " You did not find that your home was in ashes ? " said 

^ffihe. " That is what the returned wanderer in stories 

BuBually does, when he has set al! his expectations on seeing 

f his home once again." 

I. "The only ashes were those of the logs in the fireplace," 

\ said he. " They had made a fire for me, feeling sure that 

\X would appreciate it." 

L " And you sat once more by your own fireside ? " 

I " On the contrary, 1 strolled away through the grounds. 

wl heard the blackbirds, the rooks, the cuckoos." 

■ " And you felt that you had everything to make your 
Kbome happy ?" 

\ " Not quite, not quite." 

\ She looked into his face and understood him. 

■ "I wonder what I shall think nf your blackbirds — what 1 
^Biall think of your cuckoos," said she. 
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" M7 word, Bertha," interposed Vicars, "you will find 
yourself longing; for the scream of a cockatoo, for the yell 
of the lory. Give me a real bird in the bush." 
"I prefer the one in the hand," said Bertha, 
"There's not an English bird that isn't a poor sort o[ 
cheeper compared with ours. Did you ever hear a real 
sulphur cockatoo in its own woods, mister ? " 

" Not exactly," said Charlton ; " but I have heard a 
bushman sing." 
I Bertha burst into a ringing laugh. 

L Mr. Vicars did not — for a few moments. Then he made 
[ up in the loudness of his laughter for the time he had 
I remained silent. 

"You had me there, misler, I allow. Well, I dare say I 
\ am a hit loud, and maybe harsh too, but what does that 
I matter if your heart's in the rigiit place? There's no one 
I here — or elsewhere, for that matter — that won't allow that 
I my heart's in the right place. Eh, Bertha ? " 
I " Poor old Eric ! " said Bertha. " Everyone who knows 
lyou will allow that, I'm certain, even though you do 
fthreaten lo bring the roof down when you sing," 
I " What do you say to that ?" cried Eric proudly, with a 
I wave of his arm in the direction of Julian. 
I "I have never heard," said Julian quietly, "that vocal 
I incapacity was an cvicience of cardiac disorder. But I 
L assure you I had no intention of criticising your — 
t singing." 

I "No? Then I accept your apology in the spirit it is 
offered in," cried Eric, flashing out his hand once again for 
L Juliati to grasp. 

" My dear sir, you are under some strange misapprehen- 
i sion," said the latter. " There's no question of apology 
[under discussion, though I am always pleased to shake 
I bands with anyone whose heart is in the right place." 
L He merely touched the man's hand with h\% fi,'a^<n%, %a 
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that Eric grasped a handful of air with his usual hearti- 
ness. Julian had turned his back on him and was talking 
to Bertha before the ex-overseer had quite recovered fron^ 
a course of treatment to which he was not accustome<i- 
Hitherto he had always been the rude man — whatistli^ 
good of having your heart in the right place unless ^^ 
admits of your being rude with impunity ? Here, howevc ^> 
was a man who, without enjoying a reputation for haviix ^ 
his heart in the right place, claimed the privilege of beir» & 
extremely offensive ! Eric Vicars was certainly not accu ^- 
tomed to this sort of thing. 

Neither was he accustomed to be in the room with Be :»r- 
that while another man was talking to her, and in a low^^, 
exclusive tone of voice. 

He only wished that he had a chance of meeting th ^^ 
fellow with the slim figure and the fashionably cut co^^*^ 
in the neighborhood of the stockyard /while the catt^^ 
were being driven in. He might cut a dash among tt»^ 
swells — perhaps he was a masher, or maybe a Johnnie^-^^^ 
London, but what a fool he would be with a sto^*^ 
whip ! His honest heart was filled with a sense of ^^ 
own superiority, if it came to a question of driving cslC^ ' 
And yet here was this fellow Charlton, who knew noth i ^ 
whatever about cattle driving, actually insulting him, E ^ ^ j 
who was a complete master of the arts of driving 
branding and horning ! The thing was simply monstro 

He looked out of the window and began to whistle. 
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HE was rewarded by the sight of a four-wheeler at the 
door. Mr. Hardy and his wife stepped out, and when 
Jvthe maidservant found time to answer their knock they 
^'festered the room. 

Eric smiled to observe the expression on Charlton's face 
|:jtE he was greeted by the secretary of the carnisolists. He 
E<smiled more broadly still as Mr. Hardy began a disquisition 
subject of the new cult, which involved total absti' 
Enence from all forms of food, except flesh meat. 

"1 hope I may count on your becoming a member, Mr. 
Iharlton," said the secretary. "All that we wart now is an 
blciease in membership and plenty of life members with the 
privilege of signing oneself V, I. C. T. I. M." 
"Victim," said Bertha, with a laugh. 
"V. I. C, T. I. M.," continued Mr. Hardy, ignoring her 
interruption. "That is, Tneed hardly say, Vice-Integral Car- 
nisolistTo Improve Mankind. Let me make out a receipt for 
your life subscription, sir? We want intelligent men badly." 
"Not a doubt of it," said Bertha. 

"I am afraid that all the contribution of this nature that 
ould offer you would not materially add to your resources, 
tfr. Hardy," said Charlton. 
"Twenty-five guineas, Mr. Charlton, is still something," 
J the secretary. 
■ "That is money, not intelligence," remarked Julian. 
Mr. Hardy looked really puzzled, as persons do when 
e trying to master some subtle theological distinction. 
Involving fine hair splitting. 
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* 'Money — intelligence** — he shook his head. "IntelVv 
gence — money** — reversed it seemed equally puzzling to hin^* 
**I fear I did not make myself plain to you,** said h^* 
"We want intelligence — that is, life members; any m^^ 
who becomes a member proves himself to be thorough. »'5 
intelligent, just as the man who joins the Church to whic^^ 
you belong proves himself to be orthodox. Tm sorry to s^^^ 
that there are few really intelligent men in London, 
thought I had secured five a fortnight ago. I was mistaken 
they did not pay their subscriptions. Butchers are not geit- 
erally regarded by the rest of mankind as among themes- 
intelligent of persons, and yet the Carnisolist Society ha^^^ 
established the fact that there are no more intelligent men 
than butchers and stock raisers. Nearly all our members 
belong to these classes. I cannot understand how anyone 
can doubt that we have Scripture on our side. A careful 
study of the sacred word reveals that there are countless 
texts in favor of our principles. If you only read with the 
object of proving your point, it*^ wonderful how much evi- 
dence you can find in the Bible to back you up. It's a won- 
derful book, Mr. Charlton. If there is one injunction that 
it lays down as more incumbent on mankind than another, 
it is on the subject of eating animal food Our members — 
the butchers and the stock raisers — are strongly impressed 
with this truth; they conscientiously believe that all other 
forms of food are delusive, not to say unscriptural. You 
have heard of the Beast, Mr. Charlton?** 

''Several," said Charlton. **What particular animal do 
you allude to?" 

"St. John's Beast, the Beast in Revelation — well, that, we 
are assured, typifies Vegetarianism.*' 

"The Beast — Vegetarianism? The Beast seems rather 
n unfortunate type of the principles of Vegetarianism, Mr. 
lardy." 

"It seems so at first, Mr. Charlton. But a little study of 
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^at can be done in interpretation will convince you 
s<.ire, that frequently the best types are those thai seem 
s\a ggest just the opposite of what they really mean. Th 
iri<duces people to search out the hidden meanings for thei 
serlves. The Book of the Revelation is so called because 



t^c»nceal5 everything; therefore, o 



the 



; principle, ti 



^easi is Vegetarianism. You will become a life memb< 
IVtr. Charlton?" 

' ' I shall have to think over it, Mr. Hardy, ' ' said Charlto 
t» noshing the edge of his hat with his sleeve, preparatory 
•^ <^parting. 

" Will you not stay and have some tea with us?" said Ml 
*^ardy. "We dined early to-day : Mr, Hardy has acei 
*^*^tned himself to do so; but we shall have tea in half -, 
hour." 

' *I am sorry that I ha.ve an engagement," said Charlto 
* Indeed, I am almost late for it now. I must say good^ 



He was outside the door of the room in a moment, Berth! 
^y his side. 

"Dearest," he whispered, "you cannot remain amonj 
^■Uch surroundings. Come aWay with me now." 

"That would be impossible, " she replied. "It is ashoclo 
*-»g house — it makes me quite ill. My aunt says it {a 
Extremely good for London; they are all the same, she say^ 
*^0 matter what money you may have to spend. She ^ 
*iOt spend a penny of what I allow her as directed 1 
'^Tiy father's will. Poor Uncle Matthew is madder ' 
^ver." 

"Good Heavens, you cannot yay here. Bertha!" 
"I have made up my mind to it, dearest — for a months 
any rate. I want you to be certain, quite certain, that yol 
have done what is right in making that promise to me." 
"1 have only to look at you here in the midst c 
r — in the midst of this insanity and vulgarity, 
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that I should be doing what is right in taking you away 
without the delay of a moment." 

"It cannot be, dearest," she said, shaking her head. "I 
want you to be quite certain — as I am. You have not been 
thinking as I have on this matter. Perhaps even when you 
were sitting alone last night you came to the conclusion that 
I was wrong and that you were right," 

He looked at her without a word for some moments. 
"I came to the conclusion that you are part of my life," 
said he after a pause.- "Apart from you my life would be 
miserably incomplete. Let me take you away at once." 

"I will be here to-morrow, and the next day, and the day 
after that, and you can be with me every day, and show me 
if London is really so very much finer than Sydney; so far 
I prefer Sydney." 

"Then if you are dressed and waiting for me here at one 
o'clock to-morrow, I shall come for you and show you some- 
thing of the place, leaving you here once more in the even- 
ing." 

"That wili be delightful, " said she. "Do not come 
before one o'ckok — my dresses are promised for noon, and 
it will take me quite an hour dressing." 

"I will say half-past one — that will giveyou some margin. 
For Heaven's sake do not hurry in your dressing, dearest," 
"You needn't impress that on me," shecried, with spar- 
kling eyes. "I know what it means to be properly dressed 
I London. An open carriage stopped near us where we 
Jirere blocked on our way here. It contained an elderly lady 
irith a very thin nose, and two younger ones, each with a 

e exactly like their mother's. They wore " 

"Thank you," said Julian, who had now fully recovered 

spirits. "I dine at eight, and it is now just seven. I 

I't ask you to compress your description into so ridicu- 

y short a space as an hour, Good-by, dearest — rather 
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He put his hand at the back of her shapely head and 
kissed her on the mouth. 

At the same instant there came from the two-inch open 
space of a door to the right a gurgling laugh. 

He became aware of the fact that the handmaiden of the 
house had concealed herself behind tliat door for the pur- 
pose of hearing and seeing all that took place between Miss 
Lancaster and, as the girl would probably say, in describing 
the scene at some future date, her young man. 

He would, he reflected, become known in the row of 
houses, before the week was out, as Miss Lancaster's young 
man. 

The reflection was not a pleasing one. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

« 

ON A SHOW. 

HE slept at his club, after going to the Lyceum, ^ . 
appeared at half-past one the next day at the hous^ 
Chelsea. This time he was not greeted with sounds sucJ"^ 
came from the thorax of the ex-overseer. 

She met him in the narrow strip of hall. The mom ^^ 
he saw her his critical glance assured him that she mi;^^ 
meet without trepidation the best dressed woman in Lond^^^' 
He believed her to be the best dressed woman in Londc^^' 
and, what was nearly as important, the best looking as w^^ 

She was radiant as she got into his hansom. When th» ^^ 
drove through Sloane Street he said, "Now we are enteri '^^ 
London." 

She caught his hand as they swept into Knightsbrid ^> 
and the hansom pulled up suddenly, as three soldiers trott^^ 
up on black horses. The soldiers wore helmets with plum^^"^' 
and sparkling cuirasses. Behind them at some distance ^0^^ 
had a vision of a glittering fast-flowing stream — helmet::^ * ' 
cuirasses, sabers, all glittering gloriously in the spring su 
light. On either side of the space cleared in the center 
the road was an open line of tall soldiers wearing bearskin 
rigidly presenting arms. It seemed to Bertha that the lin 
were continued for about a mile on either hand. 

*'I quite forgot,** said Julian; **the Emperor of Morocc 
arrived to-day; he will probably be in the carriage with th 
prince. Yes, here come the Guards.** 

The great glittering stream of soldiers swept up befori 
her eyes. Then the men in the crowd took off their hats 
and a great cheer arose as the carriage with four horses an 
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outriders approached, An officer, splendidly mounted, was 
oa either side. In the carriage was the Emperor of Morocco 
flittering with jewels, and by his side, in the uniform of the 
Horocco Chasseurs, of which, it is scarcely necessary to 
^ay, he is colonel, was the prince. Behind the carriage rode 
the staff officers, their plumes flying behind them. Then 
<=ame about a dozen more carriages, and Julian told her the 
*3ames of the occupants of each. The mounted policeman 
.e'3ve the signal for the traffic to be resumed, and the han- 
som dashed ahead. 

"This is London," whispered Bertha. "I admit it: it is 
,^=»etter even than Sydney." 

He drove to a restaurant in Piccadilly, where they lunched. 
iJen ihey walked together to Burlington House. It was 
private view day at the academy. He had obtained 
tickets from one of his friends the previous evening. 
*Why," said Bertha, "it is like a photographer's window 
• Sydney, only here all the celebrities are alive. I seem to 
tHow every one." 

They were in the sculpture gallery. Around them were 
*^e fashionable actors, novelists — most modest of men — 
^'^"■gymen — all with gaiters, and some with aprons to keep 
"^eir clothes from being stained by contact with the world — 
statesmen — they seemed to her but a feeble folk — judges — 
'ney looked jovial rather than judicial. Most interesting of 
^*l was the burlesque actress, whom a duke had married so 
^'^on as her own Husband, who was a bookbinder, had got a 
'^'Vorce from her. Everyone looked at the painted face, the 
Eolden tresses, and the trained smile of her Grace — even the 
Clergymen in aprons fingered their gold eyeglasses nervously, 
^'^d, as she stood before them, showed no disposition for 
^ftveral moments to criticise the other works of art around 
■ her. The youthful duke looked vastly proud of his pur- 
He was a duke, so could not hope to do anything 
r in the world; but it was univeisaW^ a6.m\\X.eA ftiB.X 
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Mie had made an admirable co-respondent. His wtf 
■■jemained on the stage, and danced m a costume the tend 

■ ency of which was cerlainly not to conceal her charms, and 
■ber manager, as he counted his profits, declared that, 
■fluxiiiary to the dramatic appreciation of the public of Great 
■^Britain, the divorce court had its place among the institu- 

■ tions of the country. 
I Another peer of the realm, whose father had been Lore 
•High Chancellor — his enemies said he had been the besi 
■ilteejier of the queen's conscience ever known for the simph 
■reason that he had none of his own to look after — was 

■ noticeable object as he shook hands with the duchess. 

■ "Altissima Peto" was the motto of his family, which hi 
■adapted to his daily life by wearing the highest collars ii 
■London. 

I Another gentleman who spoke to her grace was the soi 
•of an Irish judge. His grandfather had, however, been 
Ktespectable man. 

I Bertha looked around at the most resplendent of tbt 

■visitors. 

E "I knew that we were coming to an exhibition of paint 

lings," she whispered, "but I " 

I "Celebrities among wonaen are appalling," said Julian 
l"It is the women whose husbands are celebrated that 
Kliice." 

■ He pointed out to her some of the fresh, graceful girt 
Kwho are to be seen at every function in England, and shi 
■looked with admiration upon them and their toilets. 
V The crowds were very aniTiiated, 

■ Now and again, loo, when they had a moment to spared 

■ they looked at the pictures and yawned. 
I They seemed to think that the place would have been verj 

■ nice if it were not for the pictures. 

B It did not take Julian Charlton long to perceive tha 
feertia was attracting a large amount of attention. H 
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— <i»ialij see that she was admired on every aide. Bertha, 
*::^<::> »irse, being a woman, would have remained in ignorana 
*^*f this fact if he had not told her of it. 

He told her that he expected she would create a distinC 
*^*"xr:». jression upon the personages of the world. It wa 
**■»- i s account he had brought her into the midst of the moa 
"*=*-«:^ table society in the world. But he assured her that slij 
*^ ^«.«d produced a far greater impression than he had antio 
^X=».a.ted. 

She gave no sign of displeasure. On the contrary, shi 
^^■»-x ghed, and declared that she had felt, the instant she hat 
^^^ n her new frocks, that the young lady whom Mme. Johi^ 
^^»^^«r*ith of Regent Street had sent to her in reply to her telr 
^5*^;a.m was a thorough artist. 

■ 'There is no satisfaction in the world like feeling that o 
■*^ ~^'ell dressed," said she. "And there is no one bettei 
*^'^^^53ed than I am." 

In the course of half an hour the associate from whon 

J *-Hian had got his tickets came up and greeted his friend* 

-* '^lian presented him to Bertha, and he inquired how it was 

■^ a.1 he had never met Miss Lancaster before. 

' "You have set us all wondering. Miss Lancaster," said 
^■^, assuming the air of an associate of fashion rather than 
'^'^ a narrow-minded corporation such as the academy. 
^^k 'V'ou have quite put in the shade Carpeiiter's 'A Morsel 
^^■**^r a Monarch.' Half an hour ago we were all talkinj 
^^P'**-t>out [he picture, now we have all been talking about you, 
I » Oti have made an implacable enemy of Carpenter." 

I ' '1 am nobody," said she. "I am a colonial nonentity^ 

I Paying my first visit lo home — we all call England home 

I *T* Australia. I saw one of your pictures in the Sydney 

ft gallery. There is no picture more admired in the colony." 

1^^ The painter thought he had never seen a more charming 

^^H ^\ in all his life. 
^^^^B ■ "Mr. Charlton has just shown me your new oTie — "NVati 
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thf Wild Asses do Quench their Thirst'— and I have 

up my mind that I shall buy it and send it out to Sydney. "* 
a gift. It is far better even than your 'Journey to EschoE~ 
Do you not think so?" 

"I never think about my own works, Miss Lancaster^ ' 
said he. "It is quite bad enough to have to paint them.'™ 

"You will sell it to me, though? Surely you will oc 
refuse me?" 

"I really have not the heart," said he. "You plead M 
that privilege in a way that it is impossible to resist, I mt-* 
send a message lo the secretary to say that it is sold, 
would be awkward if it were to be sold three or four tinr3<'-S 

"It would," said Charlton. "So far as I can gather tha*^ 
calamity has never befallen any of your previous works, W 
is better to sell three of them once over than one of tbem 
three times over. Isn't that so?" 

"Miss Lancaster, I appreciate your judgment the more, 
now that Iknow it hasnot been influenced by Charlton," said 
the associate. "I hope you are really in earnest about ihe 
picture. I have a wife and two children : they want bread." 

"Of course Jam in earnest," said Bertha. "I only hope 
that you are not raising my expectations of getting the 
picture, only to dash them to the ground. You will let me 

"And Miss Lancaster will give you five shillings in hand 
to lay out in loaves, which you can carry home in a red 
cotton handkerchief to keep starvation from the studio door 
until Monday," said Charlton. 

Before another half hour had passed it was known through- 
out the galleries that "Where the Wild Asses do Quench 
their Thirst" had been sold to the beautiful girl, whose pres- 
ence at the private view had almost eclipsed in interest that 
of the lady who had entered the peerage through the d< 
of the divorce court. 
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There was quite a fltiUer among some of the most antique 
of the academicians at the intelligence. She might have 
had the entire body presented to her had she been so minded. 

As it was, Jie had quite a number of the best known men 
in England presented to her; for it was surprising how many 
old friends of Charlton's turned up in the course of a short 
time — most of them painters. The interest they displayed 
in the progress of art in the colonies — Sydney especially — 
could not have been otherwise than extremely gratifying to 
Aliss Lancaster. 

The three evening papers which contained society para- 
graphs announced the purchase of "Where the Wild Asses 
<ao Quench their Thirst." 

The first stated that it had been bought by Miss La Cas- 
t'ra, the daughter of a well-known American millionaire of 
Spanish extraction. 

The second mentioned that the widow of a Lancashire 
merchant had bought the work of the rising associate. 

The third said it was an open secret that the picture had 
been sold to Miss Sydney for presentation to the fine art 
museum which was in course of formation at Lancaster. 
^iss Sydney, it added, was the only daughter of one of the 
most hi;;hly respected merchants in the town which was about 
to benefit by her munificence. 

Every day during the next week Charlton called at the 
House at Chelsea, and carried Bertha away with him. He 
never entered the house, nor did he inquire what were the 
"Views of Mrs. Hardy on the subject of the propriety of 
Bertha's daily disappearance with himself. He was not 
greatly concerned to learn what were the views of Mrs. Hardy 
^n any subject. He was equally indifferent in respect of 
"Mr. Vicars' opinion; and Bertha did not think It necessary 
Xq tell him that Mr. Vicars had, on the second day after her 
arrival in England, laid his childlike, but unusually large 
~ her feet, and that, on being informed ttg 
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KM accept his gift, the ex-overseer had put hims^ on a 

Vgime of the steadiest drinking that be had yet subjected 

Bmself to in the course of a somewhat checkered career la 

EngUnd and the coionies. 

I Nothing occurred to mar the happiness of this week, so 

pr as Julian Charlton was concerned. He took her eyery- 

■here — even to the Tower. 

I He had become fully reconciled to the idea that be w&s 

paTried to her. Only he could not suggest to ber the pro- 

biety — ^this is not exactly the word that was in his mind — of 

laniing the day when she would cease to live at the house 

p Chelsea and come to the shelter of his great love for her. 

Itcertainly requires some delicacy on the part of a man situ- 

Ked as he was to make any suggestion on such a point. 

But he had now no misgiving as to the result of the adoption 

Bf her principles regarding the nature of marriage and the 

pacredness of the bond. Of course it would not do for all 

pie world to adopt these principles; for, unfortunately, all 

the world could not know what it was to love as he and Bertha, 

ioved. 

\ He had too much delicacy even to suggest to Bertha the 

pleasure it would give him if she would allow biro to take 

Ber for a day to Brackenhurst Court. The suggestion came 

pom her one day when he had been telling her bow he had 

pat in bis great drawing room thinking of her. 

I "I should so much like to see the place," said she. 

I "Vou can do so to-morrow," cried he. "We can leave 

Vraterloo at 12.25 ^"'^ be at the Court to lunch at three 

o'clock, returning to town by the train leaving Brackenliunt 

At six. Why should we not carry out this programme?" 

"Why not?" said she. 
I "Then it is settled," said he. 
I They went down to Brackenhurst by the 12.25 train the 
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(JOW and again, at intervals of some years, it happens 

that the inonth of May in England contains a fine day; 

* ^Ven the oldest inhabitant of Bracken hurst, whoremem- 

when England had a climate — when the summer, 

^fding to the account daily given by the oldest inhabit- 

) Consisted of six months of more than tropical heat, and 

' winter of six mouths of more than arctic snow and ice 

l^^iled to recall a May that opened with such promise as 

*t Which greeted Bertha's arrival in England. 

1 the picturesque little station of Brackenhiirst was 

1, and the train had rushed on into the distance of cut" 

■Ss and tunnels, leaving the girl hy the side of Charlton 

■"otig the scarlet runners and the red geraniums that bor- 

^^d the platform, a blackbird appeared on a thorn bush that 

* giving an indication of the coming (lower, and burst into 
A lark fluttered upward from the meadow beneath, 

* Soared through the whiff of sinoke left by the engine, 

* ivhena moment of silence came the voice of the cuckoo 
•"ided through the distance, 

'England! England! home! home!" cried the girl with 

''^'' eyes full of tears; ' 'I know it now. I have always won- 

^''^d what it meant — that talk of the newly arrived peo- 

^ !Xt our station — that talk of the hedgerows, the birds' 

"^gs, Ihe scent of the hawthorn. I know now what it all 

"^^^^ns. It means home.-' 

„_ 'And you will soon be at home, dearest," said Julian. 
* He dogcart is waiting for us." , 

hT'hc drive to Brackcnhurst village, which was three miles 
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from Brackenhurst railway station, and on to Brackenhu 

Court, which, was a mile form Brackenhurst village, was t 

most delightful experience Bertha had ever undergo 

The fields, covered over with the tender shoots of corn, t 

thick hedgerows, the silvery stream flowing down to t 

water wheel of an old mill, the church tower rendered shap^^^ ^" 

less in its forest of ivy, the forge at the crossroads — all we ~^*^ 

a delight to the girl fresh from Australia. She clapped h ^^ 

hands and laughed like a schoolgirl newly emancipated. 

The groom, sitting behind with rigid arms, hoped that s 
would not be seen by any person who was given to gossip 
the rector, for instance. If her demonstrations were 
become the subject of comment in the neighborhood he f 
that he would never again be able to impart the regulati 
amount of rigidity to his arms behind her. 

The only one of all the spring's delights which she 
disposed to rate very low was the meadow with the she ^^"^^P 
and young lambs which Julian pointed out to her. 

** Sheep,*' said she, with a suspicion of contempt in 
voice — "there's nothing particular about sheep." 

He laughed. 

"I forgot," he said; "sheep are by no means uncomm 
in Australia." 

Through the gates, and past the ivied lodge, with the 
man in corduroys, and the 'old lady in a red shawl, maki 
their courtesies at the door, the dogcart was driven, unt 
after about a mile of avenue, from which many a glimpse 
deer wandering through the park was afforded Bertha, t 
imposiiTg front of the Court came in sight. 

The avenue made a long sweep round by the terraces, 
that every part of the mansion might be seen by anyo 
driving to the door. 

Bertha felt that the happiness of this happy day could n 
be exceeded, as she eagerly scanned the many symmetric 
features of the Court. 
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ifore lie pulled up at the porch Julian said to her in 
P're-nch; 

' * In order to save trouble, dearest, I told the housekeepei 
•"a-t you were my wife. Vou must not start when sh( 
**3 dresses you as ■madam." " 

' * You were quite right," said she with only a little flusl 
•^T^Qti her face, "If I were not your wife could I be hen 
to-day?" 

Slie made a complete conquest of Mrs. Barwell, whom she 

^^ ff ered to lead her into various rooms, after she had laid ofl 

"^*" hat, explaining the purport of each. The light FrencB 

^iTiiture in the boudoir overlooking the lawns had been 

J^'^^^overcd, and the silk hangings replaced. The old house- 

^^per hoped that madam was pleased with the appearancf 

^* the room, and madam declared that she had never been 

^. more charming apartment — it was faultless. 

"^hen Mrs. Barwell showed her that interesting apartment 

*^«:>wiias the still-room, and Bertha expressed herself greatly 

•^^^ased, especially with the appearance of last year's picklee 

^Iniits. At the end of the corridor a door was thrown oper 

"^closing a spacious room with an iron grating in front oi 

^*i (ire, and iron bars acro.ss the lower windows. 

' 'This is the day nursery, madam," said the housekeeper: 
t>ul if you think a southern aspect is better, we can easilj 
*^*"^pare one of the bedrooms in the other wing." 

She spoke in an unctuous whisper, and with infinite solemn- 

3Jertha said she was sure that the room was a very nic< 
*^ «, and she thought that perhaps Mr. Charlton might b( 
^*^ siting for her downstairs. 

She hurried away, leaving the housekeeper to close th< 
. **-^^ers, which she did, smiling all the time in a way that wi 
V*^*I of subtle meaning. 

"My beloved — my beloved!" cried Julian, putting h 
lund her as he met her at the foot of the staiicasi 
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^^^Hlid led her into the drawing room ; ' ' nothing here is wortl^ 
^^^H you. Vou glorify everything by your presence.' 
^^^H She gave herself to his arms and looked up to his face. 
^^^H" "I feel that I have reached a new and lovelier world,'' 
^^^Kid she, as they seated themselves on a little couch that was 
^^^^Eade to hold only one in its chaste embrace — it was, how- 
ITTever, cjuite capacious enough for them at this moment, "1 
feel that 1 am simply recalling the incidents in some book 
n of English life which I have read long ago. 'Too passing 
j^^^^iveet to be substantial' — that is the line which Jias come to 
^^^Bly mind often since we heard the blackbird welcoming us." 
^^^K "My best beioved," he whispered, "I shall live for you. 
^^^K shall live to make you happy." 

^^^B "You have done soalread)-," she said. "My heart is full 
^^^Bf content. My soul has found its husband-soul. Life can 
^^^Kve us nothing better than tliis. " 
^^^B The sound of the gong separated them. 
^^^H The hmch was as graceful as the best they had partaVen 
^^^Bf during the past week in Piccadilly, and the white Burgundy 
^^^Bras far better than any wine they had had. 
^^^B He drank to her across the table, "Welcome to the Court," 
^^^Bnd she replied with love in her eyes. 

^^^B He brought her out to the terrace and they sat together 
^^^Bd one of the garden seats, listening to the music of the 
^^^voodland, of the shnibberies, of the gardens. The world 
^^^Bbemed full of music to this girl, who had never known any- 
^^^Hiing in nature more musical than the Australian bush. The 
^^^Roft sunshine, the songs of the thrush and the blackbird, the 
^^^Urowsy cawing of the rooks, the sweet smell of the grass of the 
^^Btiwns and of the myriad primroses of the terraces mingled 
^^^^d became to her as the expression of a joy, the existence of 
^^■which had never suggested itself to her. 
^^^ He was a part of this joy — he in whose hand she had laid 
^^Kierown, She could not fancy the song of the thrush being 
^^V'heard without the scentof theprimrosescomingtoher. She 
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. ^'*-*l(! not fancy (he love of the spring day without the hand 
'** "Which her own reposed. 

X^ike a knell to her happiness came the sudden sound of 
•^He church clock in the distance striking the hour. 

Julian quietly pulled out his watch. He found that the 
^^ock was only twenty minutes astray, which was marvelous 

II church clock. It was, however, slow. The dogcart 
!d be at the door in ten minutes to take them to the train, 
Kh," said the girl when he lold her what the hour was, 
elsea knows no pleasure like this," 
e looked at her with eyes overflowing with tenderness as 
i^as about to rise. He held her hand tightly in his own, 
ing her in her place. Twice he opened his mouth to 
k, but no words came. 
What was in his heart? Did she understand something 
of it, by the aid of that subtle soul communion existing 
between them? 

Why should her face flush suddenly? Why did her hand 
tremble? and, above all, why on earth should there be a sigh 
struggling in her throat? 

For purely spiritual lovers such expressions of emotion 
were remarkable. 

Alas ! even the soul of a man and woman becomes part of 
the springtime. They look upon the things of nature beneath 
their eyes, and criticise them from a superior height, forget- 
ful of the fact that they are but a part of the things around 
them. The strong life that beats in everything beneath their 
eyes pulsates within them quite as vehemently. There is 
no shutting out the influence of the spring. It throbs 
through all nature, and the soul of a man and a woman is 
part of nature, and submissive to nature's schemes to effect 
r own purpose. 

Hct little sigh scarcely managed to struggle forth. 
Be dropped her hand, and got upon his feet, saying in a 
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"For God's sake, Bertha, find your hat." 

The imploration might strike some people as being ridicu- - 
lously earnest. 

We do not ask our wives and sisters for God's sake to 
complete their toilets when we are going to drive them to a 
railway station. But to Bertha it did not seem at all ridicu- 
lous that he should so implore of her to put on her hat. 

She was in the hall in a moment and running upstairs. 

"Ah, what a pity it is that you must go, madam," said 
the housekeeper. '* Why should you go back to the smoke 
and the noise of London town?" 

"We must go back at once, Mrs. Barwell," said the girl. 
"But I shall take back with me the recollection of the 
songs of your birds — oh, such songs!'* 

"Ah, these are only the riff-raff of birds that you heard 
to-day," said Mrs. Barwell. "They are only the blackbirds 
and the throstles. They are with us always; but last night, 
if you had been at this window, as I was, and had heard the 
first nightingale that has come to us, you would not talk about 
such fowl as them outside." 

"Was it lovelier than the blackbird, Mrs. Barwell?" 

"Everybody to their own tastes in the matter of birds, 
my young lady — meaning madam — ma'am, but nobody that 
has an ear to hear would mention the nightingale in the same 
breath with the others. What a pity it is that you can't tarry 
to hear the nightingale, madam." 

"Oh, no, no!' cried the girl in a way that frightened the 
housekeeper. "I could not hear it — I dare not. Oh, why 
is it that to be a woman is to be weak — miserably weak? I 
could not hear the nightingale. And yet, ah, I should like 
to hear it above anything in the world." 

She threw herself into a chair and buried her face in her 
hands. Mrs. Barwell looked at the lovely yourg creature 
with an expression which was at first one of amazement, but 
which soon softened into one of matronly superiority. An 
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illustrative smile accompanied the expression, as she mur- 
mured: 

"They do have their fancies, the poor young things! 
May, April, March, February, Does it take so long to come 
from Australia, I wonder?" Then she turned to Bertha, 
whispering with infinite confidentiality, "When was it you. 
said you were married, my dear? Not later than February, 

The girl started. 

"Oh, do not talk to me about nightingales and marriage, 
and such things," she cried. Then she gave a laugh that 
was not quite a laugh, and throwing her arms around the 
good old housekeeper, kissed lier upon the cheek. "I beg 
your pardon, Mrs. Harwell, " she said; "but 1 don't think I' 
quite understand myself. It has been such a strange day 
altogether, Oh, I wonder do people ever go mad listening- 
to the songs of those birds. Listen, you can hear them even 
yet now that the window is open." 

Again the smile of matronly superiotity overspread the 
countenance of the housekeeper. 

"Your lips are too hot to be wholesome, if I may say it, 
my young madam," said she. "You would be all the better 
for tarrying here the night; to be sure these fancies do come 
and go; we must be prepared for them. Did you say it was 
in February? maybe March at the nearest." 

"The dogcart is at the porch," cried Bertha. "He said 

there was scarcely time to catch the train. Good-by, Mrs. 

"Barwcll; lam all right. I shall come and visit you agaiif, 

very soon, and look at — at those lovely — lovely— pickled 

I walnuts." 

With another curious laugh thai had something hysterical 
in its tone she dashed to the door with radiant cheeks and 
sparkling eyes, and was seated by the side of Julian in 
dogcart before the housekeeper had recovered from her sur- 
prise, and had ceased murmuring plaintively: "Pickled wal- 
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nuts! lovely pickled walnuts! What could the poor you-s 
thing mean? Well, she's flesh and blood, and as handsor— 
as if she had been English born and bred. Only — pickL 
walnuts. What could she mean, anyway?'* 

It is not surprising that Mrs. Barwell did not understa — 
the girl. 

The girl did not understand herself. 



a 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

ON PROVIDENCE AND THE FIEND. 

"lirE can do it, Carson?" said Julian to the groom as he 
VV put the horse to its pace down the avenue. 

"We'll do it easy, sir,*' the man replied. **The train is 
never just punctual, sir. I've seen it as much as five minutes 
behind. We'll have over two minutes to wait at the station. 
Sir. 

**Of course we'll do it," muttered Julian. 

The horse was a fine half-bred chestnut. It did not need 
any urging. It went with a great stride down the avenue to 
the lodge gate. 

The gate was closed. 

'*What is that man about?" cried Julian when he per- 
ceived that the gate was closed. "Why the deuce does he 
not open the gate?' ' 

The groom got to his feet and sent out a long "halloa" 
over the heads of the occupants of the front seat. Julian 
joined his voice with that of the groom. 

Neither the highly picturesque old man with the corduroys 
nor the highly^picturesque old woman with the red shawl 
whom Bertha had admired so greatly approached the gate 
to open it. 

The groom swung himself to the ground the moment his 
master slackened the pace of the horse, and ran ahead to 
the double gate. He turned the handle and gave a tug to 
the gate, thinking to swing it wide in a moment. 

It did not move. 

He set his boot against the other wing and gave a 
second tug. 

The gate quivered, but remained fast. 

X7X 
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The ^oom scrutinized the lock. 

'*It's bolted, sir, sure enough," said he, running to the 
lodge. 

The lodge door was not locked. The groom disappeared 
within, and in a moment his voice was heard shouting through 
the lodge for Jonas Ferrar, who, as Julian explained to 
Bertha, was the picturesque lodge keeper. Then came the 
sound of the banging of cupboards and table drawers, the 
upsetting of chairs and, following each such sound, a very 
barbarous oath from the groom. 

"Take the reins for a moment. Bertha," said Julian, pre- 
paring to dismount. 

While his foot was on the iron stirrup the groom reap- 
peared with a key in his hand. 

* 'There's not a damned soul — I beg your pardon, sir — 
being so long without a regular master, sir, I*m a bit wild 

in my speech — not a dam Oh, the old fool is away, 

and this is the only key in the lodge, sir." 

The man was already fumbling with the key at the lock. 

"That's not the key," said Julian. "What did Jonas 
mean by going off and leaving no one in charge of the lodge?" 

"I suppose he has got into the habit for the two years 

past, sir," said the groom. "Not a sign of a d Oh, 

we've all got into bad habits, sir." 

Julian jumped down and ran into the lodge. 

He saw in a moment that whatever chance there might 
have been originally of his laying his hand upon the key, 
there was none now. The groom had overturned everything 
in the room. Being a man, however, Mr. Charlton kicked 
about the fallen chairs and the cupboard drawers, swearing 
pretty freely all the time against the picturesque lodge 
keeper and his wife. 

The groom swore with subdued vehemence, now that his 
master had accepted this duty. The man was too well 
trained to claim an equal footing with his master in this 
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lespect. Besides, he fell that there was no need for both of 
them tQ swear. It would serve all practical purposes if one 
of thejjj (jid |-{ thoroughly'; and his master, soon warming to 
his vi'Qj.jj^ jj^ [( ygjy thoroughly. Being a groom, Carson 
was Somelhing of a connoisseur in swearing, but now he felt 
that ^/ir Charlton was doing the work in a conscientious 
maan^r, leaving nothing to be desired. 

'"W'hai's left for us, Carson? We must catch that train," 
*^'4 Julian. 

"The only thing as I see," said the man, "is the Grey- 
stor»e copses." 

"Up with you," said Julian, mounting to his place beside 
''firtha and taking the reins from her. 

1"he horse was showing a strong desire to reach the road 
^'i the shortest possible route, which was either through the 
'^'cked gate or over it. The groom was compelled to go to 
"■s head and wheel him round. The man only succeeded 
y the exercise of great adroitness in regaining his seat 
^hind, for Julian did not lose a second of time in sending 
^"* animal forward at a pace that made Bertha seem to be 
'scing a hurricane. 

The gate at Greystone copses was a mile away. It was 

'Cached by a subsidiary avenue off the principal one. It so 

''^Ppened, however, that during Charlton's absence of two 

y*ars not more than a dozen people — nine of them poachers 

~~Ha<i trodden this particular track. It was overgrown 

I irith weeds, so that it was with difficulty Julian was able 

t '" keep the dogcart off the borders. At places, too, the 

I oirkness made by the meeting of the branches above was 

I overwhelming. 

I Julian found that he remembered every turn and curve — 
I ''f which there were many — along the course of the track. 
I lie had unlimited confidence in his own steering, and in the 
■ 'peed of the horse. He exchanged no word with Bertha. 
I He wai giving all his attention to the driving. 
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The dogcart had gone with a rush into the blackness o 
darkness beneath the trees where the boughs were ihickes 
with the luxuriance of May. 

"Keep your head low," said Julian. 

She did so; and the next moment she was thrown for^ 
ward out of her seat, and would have been on the horse'j 
back had it not been that the grooni managed to grasp h 
dress. 

The horse had stopped rigidly. 

Julian had been thrown out headlong, but his hands hac] 
come upon the right shaft and he was on his feet on th« 
ground in an instant. 

"Are you safe?" he cried to Bertha, and she replied, wit 
a reassuring laugh: 

"Thanks to Carson, I have not left my seat. What i 
the matter?" 

"Nothing is the matter if you are safe," said JuUan, 

"A tree, sir," said the groom, who had gone to the horse's 
head. "An old tree has fallen right across the path, ( 
Lord! if it had been any other horse but Porcupine w( 
should all be lying in a heap just about here. Porcupine'i 
eyes are always to be trusted. Soh, Porky — soh, oil 
chap!" 
' "Can you put him on the path ahead?" asked Julian. 

"With a bit of trouble, sir," replied the man. 

Julian lifted Bertha down to the ground in a momeat. 
He could feel that she was not trembling in the least, Sh«; 
at any rate, had unlimited belief in Providence. The groon 
backed the horse out of tlie darkness, and then, putting liin 
on the grass, led him through the trees of the park until ihi 
avenue was reached once again. 

Julian had not the courage to look at his watch to & 
whether seven or nine minutes had been lost. He helpeil 
Bertha back to her place, and, springing beside her, gave t 
chestnut his head. 
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In a few minutes the gate was reached. IJappily the 
lodge keeper was on the road exercising a young terrier with 
a couple of rats, to while away the tedium of a lovely summer 
evening. 

At the sound of the groom's "Halloa! '* the second wing of 
the gate was thrown open, and at last the dogcart was on 
the straight road for the station. 

The hurricane which Bertha had felt upon her face when 
driving on the avenue now became a tornado. Julian did 
not touch the horse with the whip. The animal seemed to 
know what was expected of him. He went ahead with a 
long stride and his head in the air, and Julian knew that if 
the train were only ten minutes late at Brackenhurst station 
the dogcart would be in time. 

Two miles of the road were passed when, out of the dis- 
tance of sunny woodlands, the long, shrill shriek of the engine 
sounded. 

"Go on, sir,** cried the groom. "There may be a delay 
at the station. It*s a single line and the train may have 
to tarry till another reaches Queen's Hurst.'* 

Julian did not slacken his pace. He knew that if he could 
only get close enough to the station to allow of his approach 
being noticed the train would wait for him. 

The road was not straight, however, and his approach 
could not be seen until he was within two hundred yards of 
the station. 

He gave the horse a touch with the whip. The animal 
stretched his head out and broke into a gallop sending the 
stones flying on all sides. 

The tornado that Bertha had felt on her face became a 
wild cyclone. She was breathless. 

Was it a race upon which a human life depended? 

Was it a race of the Powers of Good against the Powers 
of Evil? 

Were the mediaeval God and the devil at it again? 



176 ''I FORBID THE BANNS! 



M 



If not, ivhat did that shriek mean which sounded through 
the still air a quarter of a mile ahead of them? 

It was the shriek of the train leaving Brackenhurst 
station. 

It was the shriek of the fiends that saw their victory 
ahead. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

ON THE SONG OF THE NIGHTINGALE. 

JU LI AN CHARLTON threw himself back and succeeded 
after a time in checking the career of the horse. He 
turned the animal, and walked him slowly back upon the 
road. 

** 'What Fates impose, that may but men abide,* ** he 
remarked to Bertha. **We are the sport of circumstance. 
Never mind; it only means that we shall go back to town 
to-morrow instead of to-day.** 

"There is no later train?'* said Bertha. 
- "The requirements of Brackenhurst are not many,*' said 
he. "No one is supposed to want to reach town later than 
8.30. My only fear is for dinner. " 

"Oh, dinner," said she, somewhat carelessly. "A cup of 
tea is what I have set my heart on." 

"With the accompaniment of a chop?" said Julian. **I 
have heard that no woman wants anything more bewilder- 
ingly elaborate for her dinner. That is why female clerk- 
ships have such small pay attached to them. If women 
took to beefsteaks and beer they would obtain the same pay 
as men. The authorities don't like wasting money upon tea 
and chops." 

It was rather remarkable that within twenty seconds of the 
arrival of the shock caused by the missing of the train he 
was opening a discussion bearing upon the question of the 
remuneration of female clerks. 

Perhaps this may have occurred to Bertha, for she mused 
in silence for a few minutes and then laughed. 

X77 
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"I will not shrink from the best dinner that the" 
larders can suppl)-," said she. 

"I am uncertain about the dinner," said he; "but I kaoi 
that the wines are to be trusted. There is not a bottle 0' 
red or white Burgundy that did not come out of ihe cellai 
of a bishop. You are always safe in buying a bishop's Bur- 
gundy. My poor father attended every prelate's auction in 
the country, and so succeeded in laying down a capitil 
cellar, You shall taste a joy, Bertha, that has received tin 
sanction of the Church." 

She laughed. 

Why was he prattling, she wondered, on subjects that 
were quite dislocated? 

"You may, perhaps, find a dean with a thorough knowledgi 
of vintage clarets; but you will also find that he is Evangel- 
ical," resumed Julian. "Ritualism is the alcohol of the Higl 
Church ecclesiastic. Hecan'appreciateno other stimulant, ' 

"How curious," said Bertha. "Are theSe facts or genpr 
alities?" 

"We shall certainly have a bottle of the true Clos Voi* 
geot," said he. "Ah, dearest, the bottled sunsets of thi 
joyous land of France ! I have not tasted it for years. 1 
has always been the tradition at the Court that it must I 
drunk only to celebrate any notable family event, I drank 1 
glass when I came of age. We shall have a bottle betweei 
us to-night." 

"To celebrate your losing the train?" said she. 

"Confound the train!" he cried. "Life is much mon 
to us than catching trains." 

He touched the horse with the whip, and sent him fonran 
at a brisk trot; but when the Greystone copses were reaches 
he pulled up, and dismounted. 

"We shall stroll homeward through the park," said he. 

"Nothing could be more delightful," she replied, dis 
mounting into his arms. 
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biive on to the Court, and tell Mrs. Barwell whal has 
fcned," said Julian to the groom. "Tell her to do the 

We shall dine at half-past eight." 
Urson touched his hat and rattled off when Bertha had 
e done with the nose of the chestnut. 
le groom had come to the conclusion that if Mrs. Charl- 
: not carefully looked after she would soon spoil 
y horse in the stables. 

Sertha and Julian went through the gate; and then he 

r away through a primrose path to the brink of the 

le trout stream. They seated themselves on the trunk of 

n tree and listened to the marvelous music of the 

, mingling with the babbling of the stream. The 

irwas laughing up in their faces, and they were laughing, 

1 all their hearts, in the pure joy of living to see such 

Wvening. The sun had sloped downward until the top- 

t foliage of the knoll up which they were climbing had 

Etime roseate. 

e looked into her face and laughed. 

: fair face is encircled with an aureole," said he. 
^saint, my saint!" 

; swung her hand that he held, and, still swinging it 
8 laughing, reached the top of the knoll. 
Hll the park and the country for miles around might be 
|B from this height. Ke pointed out every spot that had 
me, and then turned to the Court. 
tcloud of black smoke was going upward in the breath- 
lir. 

Hurrah!" he cried. "That means dinner. You shall 
e starved, my beloved; that I can promise you." 
y went down the other side of the knoll, knee deep in 
frimroses, bluebells, and mighty ferns. A colony of rabbits 
on a bank beside them stated at them for a few moments and 
a vanished. 
Be woods resounded with the laughter of the girl and 
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her lover. They laughed because it was the springtime 
and the soul of the season had passed into their souls. 

Every bird of the woodland was singing this evening. 
The sound was like that of a chorus trained to interpret one 
theme — and one theme alone. 

A cuckoo was behind them and another could but faintly 
be heard in the distance, where a dark blue haze seeraed to 
be spread about the trunks of the trees beneath the motion- 
less leaves. Above the cloudlike foliage of the elms tbe 
swallows wheeled. 

It was not until the terraces of the Court were reached that 
the rooks went cawing above them on their way to their nests. 

Bertha ran upstairs, and Julian followed, after a convers^' 
tion with the butler regarding the Clos Vougeot. 

He met the housekeeper at the head of the staircase. 

"This is a pretty state of things, Mrs. Barwell,** said H^' 
"I hope we shall have some sort of a dinner." 

"A very poor one, sir ; not what I would have liked,** s^^^ 
she. **A few little things. Spring soup is the most we c^-^ 
do; trout, if you don't mind — it should be salmon — and ' 
lamb cutlet with peas, and an omelet: a poor home-comiJ^ 
dinner, Master Julian." 

**It will do admirably,*' said he. "And now, what roo^ 
can I go to, to dip my face in water?" 

"What room, sir?*' 

"Yes. I suppose Miss — us Charlton is in the pink room. 

**She is there, sir; but you will find an extra basin in tV^ 
dressing room" — and the housekeeper went to~the door ^^ 
the bedroom. 

"No, no,** said Julian quickly. "I — ah — do you mea — 
to say that there is only the one room fit for a person to 
to, Mrs. Barwell?" 

"Why, of course, sir, there's only the one. I asked yo 
about getting ready the other rooms, you may remember, sii* 
and you said that nothing was to be done yet awhile. Whe:: 
you telegraphed yesterday I got the pink room made a bS 
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e here last. I hope it 
"ril just go to the 



to ore presentable than when you w 
will do." 

"Oil, of course, of course," said he. 

e?»-id of the corridor now and have a look at ihe boudoir for 

f"^ ar I should forget it. I cannot understand how ihe painted 

f"«SislDons on the ceiling should be fading over the fireplace. 

P^-^o, no, you needn't come with me, Mrs. Barft'ell." He 

**'*^«nl quickly along the corridor and entered the oval room 

^^■v- liich his mother had furnished for her boudoir. But when 

t"*-^ found himself standing on the parquet he did not con- 

^^ ^Titrate his attention upon thefestoons which an Italian art- 

*^thad painted on the-ceiling; he stood silent — one hand still 

''-^^-"pon the handle of the door. Silent? No; he could hear 

"^ is heart beating tuniultiiously. The thoughts that came to 

^^im overwhelmed him with their force; and yet all these 

thoughts had been suggested by the commonplace look upon 

\ ^^e face of the old housekeeper, as she referred to the dor- 

l ttitory arrangements which she had been thoughtful enough 

ft to make, and by the mechanical way in which she had gone 

H '0 open the door of the bedroom where Bertha was getting 

H ready for dinner. 

H There had been neither smile nor smirk upon the woman's 

H face. She had gone to open the door as she would have gone 
■ about the discharge of the most ordinary of her duties, 
I Great Heavens! 

I And here he was with his heart beating so that he could 

I count every beat, and his hand trembling so that the handle 
I of the door shook beneath hfs hold. i 

It was the awful assumption on the part of the house- 
keeper that the situation of the moment was one of the most 
ordinary in life that overwhelmed him. 

If she had even smirked, it would not have seemed so 

appalling. But she gave not the smallest suggestion that 

the situation contained the elements of anything beyond 

what was commonplace. 

He waited with the door slightly ajar, untW^vtVea-ti ^ifc 
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door of the room where Bertha was brushing her hair open, 
and the light tap of her shoes upon the oak staircase. Then 
he left the boudoir — faded festoons and all — and actually 
stole along the corridor to the pink room, opening the door 
as cautiously as though he were a burglar uncertain of the 
soundness of the inmates* sleep beyond the door. 

The apartment seemed pervaded with her presence. He 
had read of the Blessed Damozel whose breast, leaning 
against a gold bar, had made the metal warm. He thought 
of it as he stood in the center of this room, feeling the gra- 
cious warmth of her presence in everything around him. H ^ 
felt that if he had come suddenly into the room, not know- 
ing that she had been here, he would have known in ^ 
moment that she had just departed. 

And it was to this room that the housekeeper was about 't-O 
give him access quite unconcernedly! 

He went to the dressing table and lifted the brush th-^t 
she had been using. Surely the ivory — that most unsusceX^- 
tible of materials — was warm from her hand. It cast a deli- 
cate scent like that of a peach around the room. Her grac^^" 
ful summer wrap — a triumph of the art of that ingenio"^^ 
French artiste, Mme. John Smith of Regent Street — lay up<^° 
the mahogany Cupid which was carved upon one of the ^^^^ 
posts of the bed. A little chubby arm projected beyond ^**^ 
quilted satin lining. It seemed to belong to the garm^'*^ ' 
this half-concealed Love. He put his hand under the cl^^ 
and touched the body of the Cupid. Beyond doubt *' 
mahogany was warm. The warmth that had come to -"^^ 
mantle from her shoulders had warmed this little chu 
Cupid into life. His Blessed Damozel had made her irm 
ence felt upon everything in the apartment. 

The gong sounded in the hall below. 

He hastened to dress, and to descend to the drawing ro 

She was standing at one of the open French windows, 
exquisite glow of the soft summer twilight around her. 
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"i asked the butler not to light the candles," said she, 
"This lovely light is too sweet to be shut out." 
She pointed to the west. 

Above the dark trees of the park the sky was blue as a 
ttinsparent turquoise. In the narrow spaces between tree 
'links and the lower drooping boughs Ihe mellow crimson 
iided into shell-pink, and about the topmost leaves a few 
"ght clouds floated : they were permeated with gold. High 
'nthe west the evening star was hanging like a lamp. 

"And we shall hear the nightingale to-night," said the 
ff'rl in a rapt voice, that was scarcely a whisper. 
I "We shall hear the nightingale to-night," he repeated. 
[ "IVe shall hear the nightingale singing beneath that star — 
' fte star of love — our star, dearest — our star." 
"Our star," she repeated. 

They actually believed that they had a joint proprietary 
'tt the evening star. 

The Lord made the sun to rule the day, and the moon to 
'KtXti [he night, and the evening star for Julian Charlton and 
Senha Lancaster. 

"The nightingale sings to the roses," said he. "The 
evening is full of the perfume of roses, dearest, What shall 
^^ for us to-night? The song of the nightingale, the perfume 
®' toses, and the glow of the star of love over all." 
She kept her eyes fixed upon the west. 
Through the silence that followed he could hear the beat- 
''g of a heart. 

He knew that it was not his own. 
^ When ihe gong sounded again he brought her into the 
"ling room, and filled up her glass with the glorious red 
*De, that sparkled beneath the light of the candles in their 
Silver sconces. 

It was an hour and a half before they returned to the draw- 
g room. The Venetian glass chandeliers were listening 
leji many candles. Bertha seated herself at the piano; 
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forte. It was a fine instrument, and it had been kept in 
tune during Julian's wanderings by the organist of the 
church, who had been accustomed to play upon i 

Only one song did she sing, and that only in a hushed 
voice, it was so good a setting of Swinburne's lines that 
no publisher would undertake the risk of publishing it. 
There was a passion in the music, the publishers said, anil 
passion was not for the drawing room. 

" In the Ipwer lajids of day — 

On tile hither side of Digbt— 
There a nothing that will stay. 

There are all things soft to sight, 

Lighted shade and shadowy light. 
In the wayside and the way 
Flowers the rain has left to play, 

Hours the svin has spared to smite. 

" Shall these hoars run down and say 

No good word of me and thee? 
Time ibnt made us and will slay, 

Laughs at Love iu me and thee. 

But If here the flowers will see 
One whole hour of amorous breath. 

Time shall die and Love shall \x 
Lord, as Time was. over Death !" 

She sang in a passionate whisper — that whisper of passion 
that pervades the words — the most subtle ever written by 
the hand of man. A poet had written them, a poet had set 
them to music, and a woman was singing them lo her lover. 

Her voice was the vocal expression of an Italian twilight. 
But when the low tones of the melody changed into a song 
that became a song of triumph with the words, "Love shall 
be Lord! Love shall be Lord! Love shall be Lord," tbf 
room was filled with the psean. 

Before the last notes had passed away she was in hisai 

That was what the poet meant — that was the leg^timatt 
end of the song. 
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They went together out into the night. 
The air was luscious with the scent of the roses. The 
''git from that great lamp of love in the heaven was glislen- 
'ag upon the large diamond drops of dew in the hearts of 
tie roses. 

The air made the lovers joyous. 

"Oh, faithless nightingale!" she cried. "The world is 

silent — the world is breathless, wailing for your song. Sweet 

oulbul, every rose in the gardens of Gul is waiting in tears 

'or her lover! Sweet nightingale! I have wailed all my life 

'o hear your song that I may know if its interpretation is 

*0-ve, and yet you will not pity us." 

Her light laughter rang down the glades, but there was no 
'"^sponse to her prayer. 

' 'And I thought that the nightingale was the most faithful 
^f nature's singers," she continued. 

"'Il will sing yet," said he. "Why should it come last 
**ight, and-not to-night — this night of nights?" 

They wandered down the terraces, and drank more of the 
*^toxicaling perfume of the rose beds. 

Suddenly from the shrubbery there burst forth a strain of 
passionate melody that thrilled the silence of the night — 
that flooded the night with music as the heaven is flooded 
»ith moonlight when the moon is at its full. 

*'Berlha, can you interpret it?" he whispered. "My 
beloved, do you know what is the realization of the song of 
^e nightingale? My beloved, does your heart not tell you?" 
She was clinging to him. His face was looking down on 
''ers. The light of the great star .shone upon the tears within 
'^er eyes. He saw her lips part as if to speak, but only a 
■iUle sob came from her throat. 

"My beloved, our hearts to the nightingale's song are 
attuned," he whispered. "What is the song that is in 
■ heart, darling? What is the song that is in your 
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"Love, love, love," she sobbed. ** You will always love 
me, dearest, as you do now?'* 

"Always, always, my love — it is my life — it is my life; 
when my love parts from me my life is at an end.*' 

"I know it,** she said. **I know what they mean— the 
song of the nightingale, the scent of the roses, the glory of 
that star. My heart has drank from the same fountain that 
has given them life. * * 

Their faces were together, but only for an instant. 

He found himself standing alone, looking into the soft 
blue of the night. 

How did he come to be alone? He returned to the draw- 
ing room. 

She was not there. 

And the nightingale *s passionate song went on throu^^ 
that glorious night, and the star of love still reigned supreoc^* 
in the high heaven, and the roses filled the air with th^'^ 
luscious scent. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

ON TMK TYPE OF THE FAITHFUL. 

MR, AND MRS. CHARLTON were away in the depth 
of the woodland glades when they should have I 
''ting ai their breakfast. 

This was the more remarkable, the buller told Mrs. '. 
^", as they had plainly not retired until a very late h' 
file had found all the candles in the chandeliers in thj 
3wing room burnt down to the very sockets. It 
liiin that they had only retired when the candles had actiu 
y been burnt out. 

He earnestly hoped that Mrs. Charlton was not one < 
'se ladies who are given to late hours not only in toww 
ere it is quite natural, but in the country also, where i 
' a bad effect upon the maidservants, 
^rs. Barwell had a plausible theory to account for madam'J 
Ug for late hours. It was founded upon her ac(]«aintanc( 
H the fact that when it is night in England it is day i 
Stralia — she had heard this from a trustworthy authority 
■ assured the incredulous butler — and therefore it stoo^ 

leason that, as Mrs. Charlton had been accustomed i 
f life lo spend the night time in the broad daylight, i 
ly natural that it would take her some little time to ada^j 
fself to a country where, owing to the blessing of Provi 
*ice, nights were nights. 
"When, however, Mrs. Charlton returned with a bright aW 
Sy face, which she buried among her primroses — just a 
ough she were a young maiden hiding her blushes, : 
^■yueper afterward remarked — she did not suggest t 
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^^B appearance of one who had remained in the caodlelight unti 
^^H a late hour. 

^^H She hastened to place her primroses in a great Worcestei 
^^H bowl on the breakfast table. 

^^H The head gardener, who had watched her walking with hei 

^^H armful of primroses among Che beds, which, through hii 
^^H extraordinary diligence and careful application of bell glasses 
^^H were blooming a month before their time with what hecallet 
^^H the genuine article, as opposed lo the primroses which \ 
^^^K no roses at all in his estimation, did not think very much oC 
^^H the young madam's judgment in flowers. She gave not i 
^^f second thought to the real rose beds, he believed. 
\ Had he but known! 

The morning ramble of Mr. and Mrs. Charlton represented 

all their rambhng for the day. 

Mr. Charlton explained to the housekeeper that Mis. 

Charlton had been so pleased with the Court and with lh«! 

kindness of everyone in the house, and especially with th« 
I charming little dinner which had been prepared for hei 
I such exceptionally difficult circumstances, she had resolved 

■ to remain for some time in the country instead of returning 

■ to town for the remaining festivities. 

I Mrs. Barwell was delighted, she said. The cook was glad 
B to be off board wages again, and the maids were to 1 

■ depended on; but what about the footmen? 
I Mr. Charlton said he would see about the footmen the firsi 
I time he took a run up to town. Meantime, as he was sendiii( 

■ n groom to the telegraph office at Brackenhursi, Mrs. Barwell 
I had better telegraph her orders for fish and ice, and thos) 
P Other Irilles which make life at a country house endurable. 

The telegram which Mr. Charlton dispatched by the 

groom was one lo the maid Miriam, desiring her to forwar<l 

L the three Saratoga trunks with their contents, which belonge4l 

k to Miss Lancaster, by train to Brackenhurst, addrcBsed t 

^ Ur*. Charlton, The Court. 
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Having done so much after breakfast, Mr. Charlton took 
a book out of the library. Mrs. Charlton took another. 
They seated * themselves on a very easy garden chair and 
began to read. 

The nook where they sat was in the shade at this time; 
but the sun moved round the house, and the oblique shadows 
cast by the walls became shorter and shorter until at last the 
Seat which had been sheltered was full in the glare of the 
sun. But the two readers who sat there paid no attention 
'Whatever to the change brought about by the diurnal motion 
^^ the earth. The gong sounded for lunch, but they did 
^ot stir. The butler knew something of the fascinations of 
^^terature — he subscribed to Tit- Bits — but he became sur- 
prised when neither his master nor mistress appeared at the 
'Window of the dining room. He put on a straw hat and 
^ent in search of them. 

He found them sitting, one at either end of the garden 
^^3.t, sleeping soundly among their countless cushions. 

(He subsequently assured the housekeeper that Mr. and 
""^rs. Charlton had got up quite too early in the morning, 
^nd the housekeeper said, '*0h!'*) 

When the butler had kicked about the gravel and coughed 
^ith severity, and then apologized, hastening back to the 
porch, Julian rubbed his eyes and looked at Bertha. 

'*I suppose it was the warmth and the silence and the 
S^neral feeling of completeness that sent our souls into the 
^^termediate world," said he. 

He put out his hand to her. She put her left hand into 
"^s. He caressed it for a moment, and then suddenly 
^^opped it with an exclamation that startled her. 

* 'What is the matter, dearest?*' she cried. **Have you 
^^ad my line oi life? Is it so very terrible?" 

** Great Heavens!" he cried. ''Look at your hand — the 
kand of a wif e. " 
She looked at her fingers. They were very pxeW.^ — ^\v\\fc 
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^^^nnd taper. But tbey were encircled by no ring! She gave 
^^^m Hltle start and flushed. 
^^■^ "Pray Heaven that it was not noticed," he whispered. 
"■ "If Mrs. Barwell has eyes aC aU she will have seen it. 

shall soon know : she will give a month's notice to-morrow, if 
not this evening. 

"She would not live in the house with a wife who does 
not carry about with her the outward and visible sign of the 
Church's bond of slai 

Y "It would be a reflection upon her character— she lays 
e accent on the second syllable — lo suggest that she » 

' said he. "Come up with me and I will provide 
Ifcu with the — what do you call it^the token of slavery?" 

s afraid that s,he would decline. It mightnot.be 
B accordance with her principles to wear a ring. She was 

jverely strict when it came to any question of c 
lonality in regard to marriage. 

' Only for a moment after he had spoken did she look at 

ftcr fingers; (hen she gave a little laugh, as if she had cotne 

the conclusion in her own mind that it was no treachery 

her principles to humor him in so triHing a matter. 

They went upstairs together, and out of a safe concealed 

[behind a panel in the wall he brought a jewel case. It con- 

[tained a number of loose trinkets in gold and silver, nearljr 

1^1 of Oriental manufacture. A dozen rings lay before her, 

■several without gems. 

"My mother's jeweb are kept at my bankers for fear of 

' accidents," said he. "These are trifles collected i 

course of my travels. Are they all too large for you?' 

"This is the only one that fits," she replied, holding up 

r left hand with a broad circle of yellow gold on the third 

iger — she seemed lo know the right finger on which to put 

flie emblem. 

1 Persian ring," said he. "It is engraved with a_ 
I from the Koran on the inner part. It refers to the 
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symbol of the circle. 1 got it translated for the benefit of 
such ignoramuses as myself who cannot at a moment's notice 
read off a text from the Koran. It means: 'Without begin- 
ning—without end — earthly completeness — a type of the 
faithful." I bought it from one of the faithful at Teheran. 
I also delected that one of the faithful using false balances 
in weighing it. Here, I place it upon your finger; are you 
sure that is the right one?" 

' 'Do you fancy there is a civilized girl who doesn't know 
"liich is her wedding linger, as they call it?" cried Bertha, 
offering him a dainty digit, delicately white, witli a pink, 
almond shaped tip. 

"I suppose there is no such girl," said he musingly, with 
his eyes fixed upon the Arabic characters on the inner rim 

<*' tliering.» "I suppose not; only I thought that you " 

"Why should I be different from other girls?" she said. 
I am daily coming to learn that I am in no way different 
"Oin any of the race. I may have thought at one time that 
*c had little in common; but now — with the exception of 
that one prejudice — I am in no way different from other 
gii-ls." 

"And that one prejudice," said he, "is what other girls 
"old dearer than their religion — dearer than love itself — 
"Tciost as dear as — let us say diamonds." 

"That is where — thank God — I differ from them," cried 
*^e girl. "You heard what I sang last night. 'Love shall 
lie Lord— Love shall be Lord— X-ove shall be Lord ! ' With 
Ol'.ier girls the words should be, 'Marriage is Lord' — perhaps 
'Diamonds are Lord." Ah, if women were but faithful to 
tneir own hearts what a world o f joy it would be ! Perhaps 
Tou and I shall live to see that great good brought about, 
'^t shall yet live to see the false gods dethroned— that Baal 
o' society lying in the dust. Women have been too long 
"OWhiping the form of marriage, and taking no thought 
Wtihe reality, which is love. Let them take to -kq^^Jm,^ 
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ing love and all will be well. If it be love in very deed it 
will remain part of their lives forever, just as it is all our 
life now, my beloved — it will not require the bond woven 
by the priest to keep it fast to their lives. That love which 
needs to be bound with fetters to the life which a man and a 
woman lead together as husband and wife is not love at all, 
but something quite different from love." 

"My dearest," said he, "there was a time when I did not 
agree with you, but now your thoughts are my thoughts. 
Yes, *Love shall be Lord — Love shall be Lord — Love shall 
be Lord ! * Your finger— quick! I place upon it this mystic 
symbol of that which is without beginning — without end — a 
symbol of love's completeness — a type of the faithful. My 
love, you are faithful, not merely unto death, but unta some- 
thing which is stronger than death — faithful unto love." 

He slipped the yellow circle on her finger and put his arns 
about her. 

They were considerably late for lunch. 

It was a great descent from the heights of the psychology 
of love to the plains of plain cookery. 

The butler was severe in his demeanor toward them. He 
served them with an air of Christian resignation, which is. 
the most exasperating attitude on earth. 

The cook did not possess the exasperating virtue of Chris- 
tian resignation. She was loud. 

The housekeeper raised her hands and declared that she 
was greatly surprised at the want of consideration displayed 
by Mr. and Mrs. Charlton. If they had been on their 
honeymoon there might, she admitted, be some excuse for 
them; but having been married some months, as she had 
good reasons for assuming they were, she felt bound to say 
— though she frankly allowed that it went to her heart to do 
so — that they were a couple of young fools. 

It was only when Mrs. Charlton confided in the house- 
keeper that she was becoming extremely anxious about her 
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Sa.ratoga trunks, which had not yet come to hand, that Mrs. 
Harwell regained her composure, and was led to form a 
higlier estimate of the young lady's capacity. 

THe young lady who was sincerely anxious about the 
axrival of Saratoga trunks could not be altogether in a 
pitable condition. 

T'liat night the nightingale sang again. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



ON VARIETY IN LACE. 



THE anxiety which Mrs. Charlton had displayed regant 
ing her trunks was not to end the next day. A ^roan 
met the trains at Brackenhurst station, but though they c 
tained much that was valuable and interesting consigned t( 
the Court from London tradesmen, yet the goods' \ 
tained no trunk addressed to Mrs. Charlton. 

In the afternoon a second telegram was sent to Miriani 
and Bertha resolved that if the trunks did not arrive on th 
next day she would go to London for them in person. 
was all very well at an Australian station, where civilizaiio 
was only holding its own by the aid of a stock whip, to Uv 
apart from the luxuries of tea gowns, of white velve 
smothered in old Mechlin lace, and of dinner dresses of pia 
silk embroidered with pearls — these were not absolute neces 
sitiesin the bush; but it was a very different thing when on 
came to associate with Roraneys, and Sir Joshuas, and Si 
Peters. One could not appear in the presence of so man 
scrutinizing eyes of people who knew so well what it wa 
to be well dressed, unless one looked one's best., She (d 
herself constantly apologizing for her one dress to th«S 
coldly critical ladies — she did not mind their husbands i; 
the least; she was not so snre that a man knew all about tk 
art of dressing. She had heard the remarks of men ocea 
sionally on the subject of a woman's dress, and they Sit 
played an amount of ignorance that was most discouragiq 
to a girl. Bertha was clever enough to know that womei 
do not dress for the eyes of men, but for the eyes i 
worocD. 
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nile she was making up her mind to go to town by the 
poon train, Charlton's man of business called at the 
t, and carried him away to his office at Brackenhurstio 
; some of those intricate points in regard to leases, 
cause the intellect of a country gentleman to be per- 
ally brilliant. The human intellect is bound to corus- 
^ around the clauses in a lease as the lightning plays 
pnd the platinum lips of a lightning conductor. 
nilian was absent for two hours, and when he drove tack 
■ pulled up at the porch he had sarcely time to give the 
! to the groom before he was aware that Bertha had 
tent from the drawing room to the hali to meet him, and 
IS wearing her while velvet tea gown smothered in 
^'Os th« white moon is occasionally smothered in fleecy 

B joined in her laugh of triumph. 
At last, at last!" he cried. 

t last, at last you are returned," she responded. 
1 meant the trunks," said he^ — "the things." 
p'The things are here all right. And I have a surprise for 
They did not come alone." 
Lll surprises are disappointments unless one is prepared 
Iftem. What isitf 
p3t is not it, it is he." 
7'He? Who is he?" 

He had taken off his gloves and hat, and was about to 

Q the door of the drawing room when he heard a loud, 

wnest laugh in the direction of the dining room door. He 

I Wrned. He had heard that honest laugh before. It came 

I from Eric Vicars, who was standing at the open door of the 

' dining room, his large frank features glowing through the 

shadow, as a Japanese lantern glows by day. 

It look Charlton some time lo remember that he was in his 

m house. 

"Here I am, as large as life," cried Eric, ft\.Ti^n?,o"ii,\v\'!. 



196 



■'/ FORBID THE BANNS I" 



: from 



hand to Julian as though he were shaking some drops < 
water from his fingers. 

"How do you do?" said Julian, "Have you ci 
townf I hope you have had something to eat?" 

He had discharged all the duties of an English host in 
regard to a visitor. He felt that he had nothing to reproact) 
, himself with. 

"I've bad a regular feed, my boy," cried Eric, "Berthi 
tells me that I should have come in time for tiffeo; 
should, but that I missed tlie train — went into the refresh* 
ment room with a decent fellow I met in the 'bus, and th« 
train didn't wait for us. We did all the waiting — for th< 
next. No harm done, though I've played old Harry with 
your cold lamb and those pretty round things without n 
eating in them — what did you call them, Bertha; 

"Croquettes," said Bertha, "Never mind. It was so 
good-natured of Eric; wasn't it, Julian? He was afraid 
that the tnmks might go astray, so he took charge of them 
I himself. It appears that Miriam left Chelsea with all her 
belongings two days ago, but Eric wisely opened the tele- 
grams addressed to her, and — well, you have never seen this 
tea gown. The velvet is smothered " 

"Yes," said Julian. He was wishing with a!) his heart 
that the fate which had befallen ihe velvet might overtake 
his guest. "Weshould be greatly obliged to Mr, Vicars for, 
his trouble." 

"Don't say a word about that, ray boy," cried Mr. Vicar*. 
"If I wouldn't take some trouble for Bertha, who would? 
Just tell me that. Why, her and me are the oldest of 
chums. Many a time I have set her on horseback, when 
' her little legs could hardly touch the stirrups, though the 
buckle was in the farthest hole of the leather. And when \ 
y.8aw what name was in the telegram, 'Eric.' says I, 'if you'll 

t the first to congratulate that young bride, you'll de««cv 
b.be kicked.' Well, my lass, didn't I do thethingpn^e^Jjl^ 
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He clapped Bertha in a good-natured familiar way oti the 
shoulder, and Bertha actually laughed. 

Julian Charlton did not laugh. When a man's blood has 
been rapidly increasing in temperature until at last it reaches 
boiling point he does not, as a rule, laugh. 

'•Poor old Eric!** said Bertha. "His heart is certainly 
in the right place. Was it not good-natured of him, Julian?' * 
**It was — very good-natured of him,** replied Julian 
quietly. **Very" was not, however, the word with which, 
in his mind, he qualified the good nature of this man. *'We 
cannot stand here for the rest of the afternoon,** he con- 
tinued, opening the drawing room door. **You had better 
^alk inside, Mr. Vicars.** 

"It's a big room,'* said Mr. Vicars. **I don't suppose 
the smell of a tobacco pipe would be much felt where the 
Ceiling is so high. I'm accustomed to a pipe after meals, 
and I've had a pretty square meal just now, though the 
"^hat's-their-names are more dainty than satisfying to a born 
l^ushman like I am.*' 

Don*t think of such a thing, you big boy,'* said Bertha. 
A tobacco pipe in a Louis Seize drawing room ! ' ' 

Perhaps you might be interested in the stables, Mr. 
^icars,** r^^marked Julian in frigid tones that suggested the 
^ost cordial inhospitality. "There are only a few horses 

'^ow, to be sure, but " 

*'I'll tell you what I'll do, Bertha," said the ex-overseer; 
*you just run and throw on a hat or something, and the two 
^^ us will stroll around this run. I want to have a yarn with 
you about old times. That's my programme." 

Julian Charlton turned away and tapped the barometer 
that hung beside him. Curiously enough, the index showed 
no sign of running down to * 'stormy. " 

"How could you expect me to go roaming with a bush- 
man such as you are, in such a costume as this?" 
"I saw the day, my fine lady,*' shouted Eric in that fine, 
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hearty, honest voice of his — "I saw the day when youdidi^^ 
take much thought for your furbelows and flounces— wb^^ 
you were offering your big Eric a kiss for a ride on his saddJ 
behind him." 

"For God's sake," said Charlton, "let us either go in 
the drawing room or into the billiard room. We canP 
remain here all day." 

Bertha was startled by the. tone of his voice; she had r3 
heard him speak in that tone since — she could not immec 
ately recollect when he had heard it, but in a few momer 
she remembered. He had spoken in that tone when he h; 
gone to her to say that he had accepted her principle 
The steamer had been brought into dock, and Eric had ji 
met her. 

"Let us all go into the billiard room," said she, leadi 
the way across the hall. 

''Anywhere that lean smoke my pipe, and have a cl: 
with you, my fine lady, will do for your humble servant 
said Eric. 

*'And now," said Bertha, getting beside Julian, "I wa 
you duly to admire my gown. It is my own idea, not Mn 
John Smith's." 

'*0h, come, I say, if you two haven't got over your spoc 
ing just say so, and 1*11 make myself scarce," cried Eric. 

He spoke in his usual boyish style; but Julian Charltc 
who had lived some time among men in various parts of t 
world, failed to perceive any corresponding expression 
frankness in the man's eyes — at least not just at that momei 
Charlton perceived in the man's eyes the visible sign of wl 
was in his, Charlton's, own heart at that moment. He re 
his own secret in this man's eyes. Jealousy was in th< 
glance — jealousy was burning in his own heart. The m 
had not got a sufficiently thick mask of civilization to cc 
ceal what he felt. Chariton had. 

"^^^zed though he was with his discovery he made no sig 
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■I think your gown beyond comparison the most charming 
Rive ever seen," he replied to Bertha. "The laceisMech- 
K. is it not? I always admired it infinitely more than 
fcnish or even Venetian.'' 

K If I am in the way, just say so," remarked Eric. 
P'Ooe looks for freedom from conventional types in Vene- 
In Uce," said Julian, "but one rarely gets it. Now in 
BtAlin — I refer of course only to the best examples — one 
Mb unlimited imagination ; it is nearly always tin restrained, 
ipyet it is invariably graceful and appropriate." 
pl am so pleased that you like this," said Bertha. "I felt 
Bte sure of it myself; but my education is, alas, only 
fening." 

BWe have chests full of various types in some of the 
Bis upstairs," said Julian, "Pray remember that they 
■all yours." 

Rr. Eric Vicars fell that he was being quietly shunted, 
n by the young woman whom he had taught to sit on a 
py and to crack a slock whip. Wliat a hand that fellow 
W-.was now talking like a girl on lace and gowns and rubbish 
Kiat sort, would make at governing a buck-jumper! What 
Bo) of himself and of everybody within range of him he 
nld make if he were to try to crack a stock whip! Rld- 
ftiiuck-jiimpers and cracking stock whips — these were the 
Btts that showed what a man was made of. But when these 
■tt suppletnented by a knowledge of branding which was 
ptically inexhaustible, and by an acquaintance with the 
nt approved methods of shearing sheep, and by an unerr- 
Rjudgmenl as to the treatment of rams at certain seasons, 
RT pl't a man on a level with the ancient gods. 
Wmg ago Bertha Lancaster had shown an appreciation of 
Bp splendid intellectual endowments — rara selecting is 
Vtly an endowment, though stock whip cracking may be 
fcwne measure an acquirement; but since her father had 
B foolish enough to engage for her at Sydney quite an 



200 



*'/ FORBID THE BANNS l"* 



army of governesses and professors — first-rate people for 
playing good hearty, practical jokes upon — she had steadily 
degenerated, until sh6 had now reached that low level upon 
which lace and such like fal-lals were found useful as topics 
of conversation. 

As for the man who could talk of lace seriously, he was, 
Mr. Vicars thought, beneath contempt. He should be 
treated as one treats a child or a clergyman. One does not 
take children or clergymen seriously; and it would be ridic- 
ulous to do more than smile at Mr. Charlton in that pitying 
way which is. inseparable from patronage. 

But though Eric Vicars made up his mind to smile in his 
most aggravatingly good-natured way upon Mr. Charlton's 
remarks upon haberdashery, yet he did not do so. There 
was a cold, irresponsive look in Mr. Charlton's eyes that 
made smiling extremely difficult. Eric even found that 
warmth of language and that heartiness of manner which 
were his leading characteristics wanting as he filled his pipe 
opposite Mr. Charlton in the billiard room. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

ON WHITE VELVET. 
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/^T'S.a rum sort of world this," remarked the ex-overseer 

-■- alter a considerable pause. * * Who would have thought a 

^^"^v years ago when we were romping together — as free and 

^^.sy pals in the bush — that you would ever bloom out into 

^^^cirH a fine lady with an old English mansion like this at 

y^^^^^x- back? Why, when I caught a sight of this house from 

^ "txixn in the avenue I began to whistle 'The Jolly Roast 

^^^f of Old England' — I did, upon my soul. But do you 

J'^i^rilc I was took aback at the sight of the place? Not me. 

ay ibe a bit rough,* says I- 



Oh, no," said Mr. Charlton. **Not a bit — a bit is not 
^^ A«rord. You do yourself an injustice.*' 

* * I feel that I*m a bit rough — it's true, Mr. Charlton,** 

^•^■^tinued Eric, shaking his head in that deprecating way 

^^Svixned by people who make it do duty for a number of 

^^^^>cposed virtues. "But if I*m a bit rough*' — here he 

t ^"^^^eived that his host was smiling very gently — he wondered 

^"t was on record that a guest had ever kicked his host over 

. -^Vxll sized billiard-table — **if I'm a bit rough, my heart's 

"^tie right place, sir; let me tell you that.** 

-tXe was very vehement — so much so that in slapping his 

^^^ he swallowed a mouthful of smoke and began to cough 

^^H a breadth and feeling that could only be sustained by 

^ I^er^on whose heart was perfectly sound, both as regards 

^^^stitution and situation. 

* *Why, what on earth is the matter with you, Eric?" cried 
»^rtha, when his face had become less purple. * ' What made 
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WOU take so much pains to convince us that your heart is in 
the right place? No one could ever doubt it." 

r.r.e, indeed," said Julian quite pleasantly, 
"If any man doubts it," said Eric, "he had best look out 

r himself. I may be rough " 

"No, no — not 'nay be," whispered Julianas if conversing 
(Sth himself. 

: I stand no damned nonsense," continued the ex- 
^erseer, bringing his fist down upon his knee with a force 
that showed that his soundness was not confined to his heart. 
Julian turned his eyes upon Bertha with something of an 
inquiry in them. He seemed to he asking her if, as an old 
acquaintance of this man's, she had ever witnessed such 
singular manifestations on his part, and if they were usually 
long of duration. 

Bertha flushed, and Julian's face became white. 
L "Eric," said Bertha, "I am ashamed of you. Youhaveno 
fceason to make use of such strong language. Pray Temem- 
^per that you are not in the stockyard now." 
H "I wish I was," said he thoughtfully. "Why did weever 
Heave it, you and me, Bertha?" 

I "Look here, my man," said Julian Charlton; "don't you 
Kllink we've had about enough slockyard reminiscences arid 
■Hockyard language to last us until train time?" 
I- "Until train time? You mean to turn me out of the 
fcjouse?" cried Eric, starting to his feet. "Is this yout 
Kioasted British hospitality?" 

■ "Come, Eric, don't make a big fool of yourself," said 
^Bertha in a soothing voice, taking his hand. Al the action 
Bjulian's face became whiter. 

If "I'm not making a fool of myself," shouted Eric. "It's 
Krou that brought me down here to make a fool of me, and 

K'll not stand it— no, I'm " 

K "It was very good of you to bring me the trunks," said 
B|be. It was clear that she estimated this service a good 
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^^al higher than Julian did. "Indeed it was very good of 
you." 

**That goes for nothing nowadays, it appears, in your so- 
Caiied British Islands,'* sneered Eric. 
''So-called fiddlesticks!" said Bertha. "Sit down and 
behave properly, you foolish fellow!" 

'*No," cried Eric indignantly. "I see that you*are 

^-^aiiged from what you used to be. I'm not welcome to 

-"^r*tha the fine lady, as I used to be to Bertha the squatter's 

/"^•ss. I may be over-touchy in such matters — I can't help 

^^ —it's my nature — I'm not one of your fine artificial gentle- 

'^^^^^^xi that hide their feelings — I say what I mean, and what 

"*- ^^y comes from my heart — there's no mistake about my 

^^^^Tt. Good-by, Bertha; it goes to my heart to say the 

"ds — but they must be said. I'U never darken your door 

m. 



e drew his sleeve across his eyes — it is a way these fine, 
mn-hearted, over-sensitive fellows have. Their eyes are 
iir weak point. 
*Therels a train in an hour and a half," remarked Julian 
the cdblest way possible. "The dogcart will be at the 
^^r immediately. I suppose you have a good deal of busi- 
^^^s to get through in the city. Most colonial merchants 
"*^cd their time fully occupied." 

* *I don't want any dogcart," cried Eric. "Keep your 
g-cart for — for — puppies." 

e roared with laughter. He had clearly scored a point 

his readiness in retort. 

"*' After all, I dare say you are right to walk," said Charl- 

^^^H quietly. * * A few miles on a fair road cannot be thought 

^^y thing by a — a — colonial — gentleman who does not suffer 

vTom any cardiac complaint." 

"Good-by," said Bertha. "Poor old Eric! It was so 
good of you to bring me my trunks." 
'*! saw the day — but never mind," said. Eric. "Good- 
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by — good-by to you, sir" — he turned to Julian — "IbearyoU 
no malice. It shall never be said that Eric Vicars bore 
malice against the man of your choice, Bertha. Maybe the 
day will come when you will hurry to the side of your poor 
old Eric. I don't want to be a prophet of misfortune, but 
you may come to me yet.- Those are the farewell words of 
Eric Vicars." 

* * Good-by," said Julian, about to lead the way to the hall 
door with the politeness of the most hospitable host. But 
his visitor did not permit him to carry out his intention. 
The door chanced to be open, and Eric, after catching up 
his hat and stick, which lay on an oak table beside the porch, 
stalked out of the hall, leaving his host quite ten feet 
behind. 

Julian went on to the door and closed it. He knew 
that his visitor would not have gone so far down the 
avenue as to be unable to hear the sound of the doo^ 
closing. 

**Poor Eric seems to have become very sensitive," s^^ 
Bertha, when Julian returned and met her in the centel" ^ 
the hall. * *But it really was kind of him to take cKarge of ^ 
trunks down here. ' ' 

**I must say," said Julian, "that for one who 3i&ect^ 
know nothing of lace, you have been extremely happy 
your choice — those bits on the sleeves are of the raf^ 
design. ' ' 

"This is the gown that I was longing for," said Bertf^ 
**It is all my own. Mme. John Smith of Regent Str^ 
wanted me to have the white velvet of the sleeves slash ^ 
with some colored material. She said it would be Floret 
tine. I held out against any color whatever. Was 
right?" 

**There cannot be a doubt on the matter, " said he. "T^ 
white velvet is your white soul." 

"Smothered in lace," laughed the girl. 
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'"While soul smothered in lace^ that sounds like a cookery 
re«;i^:,e,'- said he. 

The hall rang with laughter; but when Julian Charlton 
ba.cl gone to the library, saying that he wanted to hunt up a 
^^^se, there was no sound of laughter either in that apartment 
O*" in the drawing room, where Bertha had gone to wait for 

The girl stood at a window watching one of the under 
E^-tdeners working the lawn mower. Pain was at her heart. 
^he knew thai Eric had behaved badly; he had been even 
™*ore than usually rough— that is to say, he had spoken 
'^om a deeper depth of his heart than usual. But lie had 
Conveyed to her the precious trunks, and surely a man who 
I t>f ings to a woman three Saratoga trunks packed with such 
I ^-Ttides of attire and adornment as she has been longing for 
[ during a space of three days, might be excused tor taking cer- 
tain liberties of speech. Eric Vicars was her oldest friend, 
I Hehad taken care to remind her of this fact more than once 
1 m llie presence of Charlton; and it seemed to her that, at 
I each reference to her previous acquaintance with the man, 
I Julian had become whiter in the face, until at last he had 
I almost insulted his guest. 

B She was pained that Julian should have been so annoyed 

I ''y any friend of hers, and she was pained that any friend of 
fc^hers should be almost insulted by Julian, especially as this 
^^■^cnd had conveyed to her some trunks of importance. She 
^^^E^ that Julian might have passed over with only a smile 
^^|^™*tcver coarse expressions had been made use of by Eric. 
^ But from the first he had shown a marked antipathy to poor 
■ Eric. Why he had done so she could not say. It actually 
H SKtmed to her that Julian was showing himself to be jealous 
H otEric, No, she could not accept the suggestion made by 
^^ her instinct in this matter, Jealous— her husband — she 
H tailed him her husband, of course — jealous of Eric. The 
■ idea was too ridiculous to be entertained. 
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She tried to destroy by reasonable arguments the results, 
of her instinct. 

She was scarcely successful. 

Women seldom are, when they make the same attempt. 

In the library, whither Julian Charlton had gone to look 
out a legal document, he was standing at a window watch- 
ing the operations of the lawn-mower and listening to its 
clatter. His hands were clenched and his eyes were gleam- 
ing. 

"If he comes across this threshold again I shall kill him 
like a dog," whispered Mr. Charlton, shaking a fist in the 
face of an ancestor of his who occupied a prominent place 
in a broad gilt frame. 

Then he began pacing the room, after the nranner of 
one of the animals which it is thought prudent to keep 
within a strong cage in any zoological collection. After a 
time he gave an exclamation of contempt, and flung himself 
into a chair. 

* * Fool ! * * he said in the same whisper to the same unmoved 
ancestor. **Fool! Jealous — jealous of that clown. No, 
no; not jealous — not jealous — and yet — why did that far- 
away look come to her eyes when he introduced those damned 
reminiscences which she shares with him? Can I forget the 
way they met when the steamer got into dock? I saw it in 
his face. If I had not promised her then to give way to her, 
what would have happened? God knows. ** He leapt to his 
feet. **My God! how I love her — love her — love her!" 
he cried with clasped hands. 

He had approached a corresponding point to that reached 
by another man who, when racked with mad jealousy, cried 
out: 

'Terdition catch my soul, but I do love thee!" 

Some minutes had passed before he repeated his exclama- 
tion of contempt. 

*'Jealous? Not I — not I," he said, withalaugh. "Jeal- 
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ous of him — him — a common boor ! Pah, as reasonable as 
to be jealous of — of that lad outside," and he looked at the 
under gardener working the lawn-mower. 

He was endeavoring to reason himself out of his 
jealousy. 

He was scarcely successful. 

Men seldom are, when they make the same attempt. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

ON A BISHOP. 

THE next day Bertha was made aware of what an Eng- 
lish May could do in the way of rain. So far from 
feeling inclined to grumble, however, her Australian mem- 
ories caused her to rejoice at the steady downpour that 
blotted out from view even the nearest trees of the park. 
The squatter's daughter looked on rain as the best of 
nature's gifts — only one that was not bestowed with suf- 
ficient frequency. 

She had not yet spent a summer in England. 

She clothed herself in waterproofs and made an excur- 
sion on foot with Julian to the home farm, winning the 
admiration of the farmer's wife by her intelligent obser- 
vations on the subject of lambs. Where this handsome 
young lady had picked up her knowledge of the treat- 
ment of stock the good woman could not imagine. She 
had no hesitation in assuring her husband, however, tha^ 
Mrs. Charlton was one of the right sort, even though sh^ 
did not belong to any of the leading families of Brac^' 
enshire. It was an open question in the good womati ^ 
mind if the percentage of Brackenshire ladies who wou^ 
face a downpour of rain for the sake of accompanyi^ ^ 
their husbands to a farm was large. 

Bertha's trudge home through the muddy lanes she f^ 
to be altogether delightful. The English farm was a ne? "^ 
experience to her, and she confessed that it was infinite' 
more picturesque than any Australian station she had ev< 
known. The farmhouse looked, she said, as if it ha 
taken root in the soil, and the furniture had not tb 
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pearance of being made out of flour barrels and tea 
chests, 

T here was not much of ihe tea chest look about the 
o\Q oalc dresser she had just seen with the date 1618 
carved upon it. The most picturesque bush stations were 

ktiiwse which gave one the impression that the owners 
Kieant them to do duty for only a night or two, and the 
•Urmture was suggestive of ingenuity rather than stability, 
^"c English ehiis were far finer than the blue gums, she 
g^lated, and though she admitted that the absence of 
F *»osquitoes gave her a feeling of loneliness, yet she 
WT" certain that, in the course of time, such isolation 
^ '*i be endured by her with resignation, if not with abso- 
^ cheerfulness. 

_ * should like nothing better than to have a num- 
of such farms," said she, " and to visit them every 
V. • • 

^'ou need have no difficulty in gratifying your inclina- 
"*s in that direction," said he. " You can get plenty of 
•^ cheap^enough just now." 

I should so much like to give assisted passages to 
^land to some of the struggling Australian farmers 
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<irii I have seen," said Bertha. "They cannot make a 
-^ ^«t there owing to the competition, the dearness of 
^or, and the uncertain climate. And yet, according to 
"at you say. we have a fine country here only waiting to 
^ Occupied by industrious men. Yes, a few sturdy emi- 
^tants from Australia to England appear to be what this 
place wants." 
Julian laughed, 

" Upon my word," said he, " I am not so sure that you 

*'e wrong. I am not so sure that the importation of fresh 

dIqqcJ from the old colonies to England would not bring 

I abom a good state of things for us here. Well, you have 

Y of your own, I think you told me ?" 
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' Ves, I have more than ten tliousaiid a year. 

bot yours now, Julian ? " 

His face became grave. 

" How could it be mine ?" he asked. "If you were to 

e to-morrow I could not claim a penny of your raoiiey. 

rod knows I would not try to do so. I have no wish to be 

bcgarded as an unprincipled scoundrel. That is wbati 

^ople would call me." 

" But I thought that in England when a girl with money 

Ipamed " She stopped suddenly. He did iiol make 

Uiy attempt to suggest what he knew was in her mind. 

* I forgot," she said in a low voice. "I forgot that one 

important point in the eyes of your English iaw. But 1 

suppose that the law is powerful enough to prevent 

iSiy doing what I like with my own money." 

'■ No ; your money is your own, so long as you 

" No, it is yours, my beloved. I shall take care that it 

B all transferred to you. Vou are ray husband, and u bus-! 

ftiand shouli^ have the sole control of all the money Uiat is 

pivailable." 

" Not a penny will I have anything to say to," cried 

lulian. " God forbid that 1 should ever touch a penny of 

I am not so bud as tliat." 

Her eyes opened very wide as they were turned upon bis 

This girl, for all her shrewdness— it approached 

Brery close to wisdom — in some matters, was as innocent asa 

fchild in others. He perceived this and his heart smote him. 

Et gave him a sharp buH'et, but the pain did not la^t long. 

" IE 1 had not given way to her she could not have 

^voided the snares of a man with such a fund of rem' 

Uliscences as Eric Vicars," was the thought that came to 

fcls help— a thought that conveyed that balm for the heal' 

g of his heart's buffet. 

"I am indeed surprl.sed tbatyOH Bhonld ^Vf' 
me, Julian," said sh 
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y dearest," he cried — and there was real pain in 
Boice — " our last words on this subject have been spoken. 
1 can never refer to it again." 

"Very well," said she; "I will not urge anything < 
["you. All 1 can do Is to consult you and obtain your 
1 for all the money I may spend. I told you that I 
"'d not know how to spend money, and did you nut promise 
to teach me ? It would seem, however, that I am furthero 
'"c time of instruction than ever. During the past two 
years I have been compelled at least to pay for my own 
"^^Use and for what I ate and drank, but I have not now 
^^^'"i (he satisfaction of making such inroads upon my 
'"c<=»ine." 

, '* IBuy a few more velvet gowns strangled — no, smothered 
^ *^t»e word, I believe— in old lace," said Julian, brightening 
.^ «::iiice more. "Do that and carry out your scheme 
*^'^*^nizing England, and you will find that your money v 
'^^in cease to be a burden too grievous to be borne." 

* I will do that," she said. " And I will also spend some 
^^ xiey in endeavoring to bring people to believe as I do o 
^ subject of marriage.' 
, *^he brightness died out of the face of Julian Charlton, 
^^b *• You do not mean to start a newspaper?" he said with 
^Hp^Tne degree of anxiety in his voice. 
^^B "A newspaper? Oh, dear, nothing of the sort." 
^^H •' Nor a society of the carnisolist type ? " 
^^K " Not even a society, Julian." 

^^V^ " Don't tell me that you mean to get up lectures through- 
^^^^t^t the country." 

^^^^ " Certainly not — lectures are to amuse, not to instruct. 
^^^P^ is to a theater one goes if one wants to be instructed." 
^^B "What do you mean to do, then ? " 

" I mean to fill our house with visitors — people of ii 

^nce, you know — and let them see how happily you and I 

ftet on together without shackles. That is my plan. That 
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is how I mean to bring people to see with our eyes. My 
dearest husband, the force of our example will be feltupcn 
everyone with whom we come in contact." 

** I see," said he, without any expression of great enthu- 
siasm. 

** You agree with me ? " she said in a tone of , inquiry. 

" Undoubtedly, my dearest, I see that — that — if youg^^^ 
the right people to come " 

" But we must get the right people, Julian. Where cs»-^ 

r" 

the difficulty be ? We must get pe>3ple without prejudices. — 
" You will have to go out of England for them." 
" I don't think so. The clergy will be hard to convin^^^e 
— of course I am prepared for that." 
" You had better be prepared for it." 
" But we shall get some well-known clergyman — a bishc^ J> 
if necessary, certainly an archdeacon — to come and st^^y 
with us for a while, and we will convince him that it '^'^ 
possible for people to live a proper — nay, a noble life> ^^ 
they only love one another truly, as we do, Julian. We ^* 
show all the world that love is the foundation of all g^^^ 
on earth— not marriage." 

"You will convince the bishop or the archdeacon of ^ 



truth of this ? " 

" Why should we not? They are educated men ; som^ 
them are even intellectual, I believe. Why, wasn't iC 
bishop who said that he would prefer to see the people 
England free drink-ers than enslaved teetotalers ? " 

** It was a bishop who said something in that way. 13 
my clear Bertha, it is not yet on record that a bishop e 
said that he would prefer seeing a man and a woman y/' 
loved each other truly living together without being m 
ried, rather than seeing in that condition a man and 
woman who, without loving one another, have gone throu 
the ceremony of marriage." 

" I don't suppose any bishop has ever said so much yc? 
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but I hope I shall live to hear one express a preference that 
would do honor to himself and the Church. We must do 
our best to bring about that record, Julian, and wb shall 
do it, if we are only in earnest." 

"Yes, we must be in earnest, that is certain." The tone 
in which Charlton spoke was such as would lead one to the , 
conclusion that his period of earnestness had not yet . 
arrived. He may have had a suspicion that his tone con- 
veyed this to Bertha, for he added after a pause, ** Any- 
how, my beloved, we will keep ourselves in a position to 
convince all comers that two" people can continue loving 
each other truly and nobly, even though they have departed 
from the beaten track which civilized people have trod for. 
many centuries." 

" Julian," she cried, " that track that you talk of is like 
the slave track from the interior of Africa to the coast ; it 
is covered with the skeletons of those who have fallen 
beneath the weight of their shackles." 




THERE is sometimes a cessation of the downpour on a 
day in May in Enginnd. Bertha found this out before 
she and Julian had reached the Court. Before sitting 
down to iiinch a gleam of sunshine came from a break in 
the clouds, and as the girl stood at ibe window for a few 
minutes she saw the lovely stretch of lawn flash into teo 
thousand glorious emeralds. The trees of the park were 
laden with diamonds, and the birds were clamorous wivh 
delight at the recovery of the sun. 

Julian had ordered horses for four o'clock. Bertha hav- 
ing assured him that the walk of the forenoon had not in 
the least fatigued her. So soon as he saw her in the saddle 
he knew that there was no girl in Brackenshire who had 
such a seat on horseback. So far as his recollection served 
him, there was no girl in the country who looked nearly so 
F well as she did in a riding habit. 

He felt exuberant as he put hi^ horse to a trot on the 
(6ft road leading to the remains of a famous castle, men- 
toned by Sir Walter Scott in one of his novels. Every 
ranger to the county was without delay conveyed to 
Ms place ; and Julian thought that the sooner Bertha got 
K^gver the better prepared she would be to face all inquiries 
t»t might be put to her on tiie subject of the castle. Hav- 
; lived in the colonies she had cherished her Scott as 
Veil as her Dickens and even her Bulwer-Lytton. She was 
pie to keep Julian from making any very glaring mistakes 
i his attempts to rehabilitate the castle in its ancient spleo- 
lor for her benefit. He soon found that it was he who was 
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f being instructed by Bertha regarding the archaeology of 
the neighborhood. 

The ride of six miles along the road was very delightful, 
even though it had a " sight " for its object. The scent of 
the rain-drenched leaves filled the air, and the colors of the 
well-cultured fields on either side of the road were exquis- 
itely fresh. They did not waste much time upon the castle. 
It was enough that Bertha pointed out to her companion the 
very window through which Scotfs beautiful, but history's 
homely, heroine had watched the departure of her lover for 
the fight where he got so much glory. Under the influence 
of Bertha's instructions Julian began to get quite interested 
in the well-preserved ruin close to which he had lived 
nearly all his life. He had no idea that there was so much 
in it. 

Any man who wishes to become thoroughly acquainted 

with the topography and the history of England, together 

with the beauties of Scott. Dickens, and Bulwer-Lytton, 

should marry a young woman from some of our colonics. 

A young woman who has lived in any of the New England 

■ States will do equally well, only she will insist on his know- 

H^B something of Emerson also, and this is a drawback. 

^^pLeturning to the Court by the lanes, they overtook 

^^Bther couple on horseback. The animals were standing 

^^Bt>ss the lane, and the man was pointing out with con- 

^Klcfable effusion to the young woman who was by his 

^■ne, something that seemed remarkable in a very common- 

^K|ce sort of meadow. He was taking such pains to point 

^Bt the imaginary objecC that Julian at once knew that 

^fc man had been drawing the young woman's head close 

^niiis own, or indulging in some similar freak of human 

^^Uure, when the sound of the approaching hoofs had sur- 

^^RBed him into propriety. 

^^bhis being so, he was careful to turn his eyes away from 
^^■strangers when he was riding past them. He did not 
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wish lo make the man feci any mure embarrassed than he 
actually was at that moment. The horses of the strangers, 
however, were not so absorbed in the view at the other side 
sA the hedge as they were at the prospect of taking 
n mouthful out of the necks of the approaching animals, 
ffhe consequence was that both the 'horses, which were 
pearit to remain passive, wheeled suddenly round just as 
Bie two others were passing them, and the action revealed 
Kb the astonished eyes of Bertha and Julian that the man 
■rho was pointing over the hedge with his whip was Cyril 
ESouthcote, and that the youfig woman whose interest he 
Mas pretending to be endeavoring to arouse was Marian 
kravers. 

k ' Heavens! " cried Cyril, " is it really you ? " 
\ It was rather a feeble remark foi* a polisher of paradoxes 
^ make ; and this shows how dangerous it is for such 
■persons to ride about dim lanes in the month of May, with 
a girl possessing a charming figure for a riding habit by 
jtheir side. 

I " I am delighted," cried Marian, her face roseate either 
from the effects of her delight or from the effects of the view 
ipver the hedge. "It cannot be," she continued, looking 

Searnestly at Bertha—" and yet " 

\ " Yet it is," said Julian. " Why should it not be? Why 
Dfchould we not be on a road within three miles of our 
pome ? " 

p » Of 6ur home — our home ? " cried Marian, looking from 
mtn to Bertha and back again to him, and then at Cyril, 
who, she could see, was preparing something clever and 
paradoxical as an after greeting to his friends, "Our 
pome? Ah, then, the congratulations which I ventured to 
offer in the docks were not misplaced, though you tried to 
make it appear that they were, you silly things!" she 
bdded. " And when is the event of events to take place?" 
b "The event of events ?" said Julian. 
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■ erhaps you du not loofc on a wedJiiig as aiiythinj 
spec ». ^," remarked Marian. " Well, in tlie simple language 
o' ^^<Iary Jane, when are you going to appear at 
Hyt»r^«i,eal altar?" 

^'^'ever," said Bertha promptly. 
^ puzzled look was on Miss Travers' face as she stared 
first- .St the speaker, then at Julian Charlton. The result of 
nef «DbservatLOii of Bertha was indefinite, but the result of, 
"sr Searching gaze into Charlton's face was to convince 
that fig yi^^ annoyed at something. Cyril Southcole, being a 
'!ostr\ ^ considered himself competent to arrive at a just conclU' 
SiOi"» respecting the exact import of the girl's esclamation. 

"Your riddle is on a level of ingeniousness with one of 
™ir^_yan's," said Cyril. "'They that are down need fear' 
"" *"all ■ — that is the interpretation of your ' never,' Mrs. 
'^l^^rlton." 

"What," cried Marian — " married already ? " 
~Ves," said Julian, after a pause of a few seconds and 
'" ^ tone of indecision. 

/^t* he tone of indecision puzzled Marian Travers. Why 
jMo^lj Charlton be undecided, she wondered. She 
«ved that if there is any subject upon which a man- 
'^^rsshehas lived all his life in Scotland — should have 
toughly made up his mind, it is as to whether or not he 
r *^*r]arried. 

' Married already ? How odd ! " she remarked, tookin 
L in from one to the other. 
* Odd?" cried Cyril. 
™ Odd ? " cried Julian. " Well, I cannot for my part see 
^ ^re the oddity of the transaction lies. Dear Mis; 
*^ savers, young men and young women get married everj^ 
^-^V-, and if they don't live happy, we may." 

^ "'Never morning wore to evening but some heart did 
"^^^ak' — there you have the Laureate's account of it," 
^^"**arked Cyril. 
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"That is scarcely ihe same thing," said Julian. 

" Well, there are exceptions, no doubt," said Cy"^' 
♦•Biit as a general rule " 

"1 detest cheap cynicism," said Marian. "My de^* 
Miss Lan — I beg your pardon, Mrs. Charlton, 1 offer y^' 
my congratulations, and trust that you will not refuse the*^ 
this time." 

" 1 will not refuse them, indeed," said Bertha. 

'■ How curious it was that immediately after you cai^*-* 
^^own from Ladder Hill at St. Helena I prophesied who 
nou had met, Mr. Charlton !" 

r " No better system of prophecy has yet been hit upon 
said Cyril. " After the event is the safest time it 
prophecy." 

" But in this case I had no idea that Mr, Charlton ha 
met anyone," said Marian. " None of us had the least ide 
that Miss Lancaster was aboard the steanaer. Did I n« 
prophesy accurately, Mr. Charlton?" 

" I own that 1 was astonished, Miss Travers. I will dp 
say how much your prophecy contributed to the happine: 
which I enjoy." 

" Do not make use of the singular pronoun," said Cyr: 
" Matrimony may properly be described as a condition ■ 
life in which there is no first person singular. You shou 
not say '1,' but ' we.'" 

" I fancied that I saw the germ of some flower of speec 
in your glance," said Julian. "I like the blossom." 

" It is very sweet," said Bertha. 

"And now," cried Marian, very prettily, " have you r 
prophecy to indulge in, so far as we — I think you said it 
■ronoun should always be plural, Cyril — so far ; 
tpncerned ?" 

"What! you and Cyril ?" exclaimed Julian. 

"Why not?" inquired Marian. 

fWhy not, indeed?" laughed Julian. "And 
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% out something in the meadow ! By Jove, you are 

t man after all, Southcoie, and not a mere maker of 

pradoxes." 

"Your flattery is overwhelming," said Cyril. "Why, 

[cannot you see that there is something exquisitely paradox- 

•caJ in the fact of one who perceives paradoxes in all things 

being engaged to be married ? " 

"Of course I see that — we must all see it," laughed 
Charlton. " But if you take to living paradoxes, my friend, 
^ fear that your wife will have an uncomfortable lime 
of it." 

" We mean to be comfortable. I will break him of that 
'''Stressing habit — it is only a habit, whatever people may 
sa.y — of being clever." 

** Pray accept my — owr congratulations," said Bertha. 
" Which we offer with all our hearts," said Julian, 
(It was only a little over a month since he had been so 
alarmed aboard the steamer at the prospect oC Mrs. Hardy 
offering him her congratulations.) 

The intention of the horses to stand the delay no longer 
•■as beginning to be more definite than was consistent with 
the comfort of their riders. 

*' We must get on our way," said Julian, " I fear that we 
fiave far too long diverted your attention from that object 
''f interest which you were observing so earnestly on the 
■^ther side of the hedge. We are delighted to meet you, 
^^Pecially under such circumstances." 

Miss Travers then explained that she and Cyril were 
£'''ests at Queen's Elms, Sir Edwin Rushton's place, a few 
"^^'les beyond Brackenhurst. She would, she said, be very 
P'^ased to drive to the Court with Lady Rushton in the 
'^Urse of a day or two. Bertha endeavored to say how g!ad 
•^^ would be to see Miss Travers and Lady Rushton ; and 
"*> with waving of hands, the two couples parted, gr eatly 
t*° *^hc satisfaction of the horsfi 




220 **/ FORBID THE BANNS J*' 



» r-r; 






1^ 



** Great Heavens ! " cried Julian ^hen he and Bertha 
were a mile on their way. " Great Heavens ! that young 
woman possesses something akin to genius. I knew she 
would not go back to the Afrikanders. I saw that look in ^ j s 
her eyes when she said good-by to the commissioner. I 
am inclined to believe that she did not contribute to the 
happiness of the commissioner's existence at the Cape. 
And Cyril Southcote — a fellow who has knocked about si^ 
much as any fellow alive — a fellow who has had warnings 
enough of girls in all the colonies — who knows of wb^^ 
they are capable when hard pressed — great Heavens ! W^^^» 
never mind ! I only hope that Sir Montague will mal^^ 
him a generous allowance. Perhaps Cyril will be induc^^^ 
to do something on his own account now." 

"I like Marian Travers," said Bertha. "O — Julian, 
we could only induce them to follow our example, n 
that we know they love each other ! If we could but 

"For God's sake. Bertha,** he cried, "do not let such 
thought take hold of you. You could have no idea wh- 
harm you may do.** 

"But when they love each other-^ — " 

" How do you know that ? The notion of Marian Tra' — -^' 
ers being in love, as you and I regard being in love. Berth ^^^ 
is too ridiculous to be entertained for a moment ; she h^ 

had her experiences Never mind ! Although therr ^^ 

is a material difference between the phrases *she has lov^^^" 
much* and *she has loved many,' still much should t:^==^^ 
forgiven her." 

•f 

" What, you do not believe that she is in love with him ! 
Bertha brought her horse to a standstill as she spoke. 
seemed a very serious matter to her, this marriage witho 
the certainty of love. 

"Who knows?" said Julian. "She may be really anp^ " 
truly in love at last. I am not disposed to judge her. --^^ 
is not everyone who can show such a clean record as yo^ "** 
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What did you say this morning? The 
s'a."%-c irack from the interior to the coast — ah, my beloved. 
If yo\i had had my experience of observing that converg- 
euc;e of cliques which goes by the name of society, you 
would say that it is the track of the dibutatUe to the altar 
fi£it is strewn with the skeletons of her dead loves. I 
Wojider sometimes when 1 see a lovely young matron 
sitting in hiir carriage among her children if, now and 
^gr^iit, she does not hear the shriek of some of those past 
lo^-es of hers, who in battle were slain and unburied remain 
inglorious on the plain. Pah ! This is the sentiment -of 
tl'ie tliird-class novelist, who invariably treats his readers to 
3 chapter on the skeleton in the cupboard. 'The skeleton 
ori (he war path ' is the heading to my chapter." 
"But those ghosts— those ghosts!" said Bertha. 
"There are no ghosts, my dear," laughed Julian. "You 
Uave read the vision of the prophet — the most marvelous 
Ihing in literature, I believe it to be. It refers to the mat- 
ter about which we have been talking. When the young 
Woman gets married to the man of her parents' choice — 
perhaps of her own choice — for sometimes the two chance 
lo coincide — there is a great moving among dry bones, 
^hey rise up and get married too, and their wives sit pleas- 
*"tly among their children in the carriage. So civilization 
triumphs over savagery. The Society for Psychical Re- 
search has proved that there never yet was a ghost whose 
°'''gin could not be traced to the kitchen. Your cook, not 
y°ur chaplain, is the person to whom you must apply if you 
Want your unquiet spirits exorcised." 

"And you, Julian, have perceived all these years how 
^'eiy has made a mockery of God's gift of love, and yet 
^'^ are not enihusiastic in your desire to help me bring 
^''c*ut a better slate of things?" 

Oh, cursed sprite ! " said Julian, putting his horse to a 
Cantor. " Come, dearest, if we do not have a canter before 



»»»s "I FORBID THE BANffS!" ^^^H 

B dinner Ihere is no knowing what we may find ourselv^l 
B talking fibout — human affinities and animal magaetism,! 
■ maybe." I 

I Though Bertha was anxious to pursue the conversationfl 
I to a logical conclusion, she thought It better to send hepfl 
P horse forward until it was abreast of his on the soft turf,*^ 
and, side by side, they cantered up almost to the vcry^ 
porch of the Court. 

She put on one of her most subtle dinner dresses — a 
brocaded silk of the most delicate pink that was ever seen J 
in nature— a pink that may only be found in the inmosti 
. lining of an East Indian shell, or on the bosom of a maidejiV 

^^_ who has been in the arms of her lover. I 

^^M Bertha's bosom was daazlingly white in comparison witbl 
^^^^ the tulle of her dress, when she sat down to dinner ; batfl 
^^H before the candles were lighted in the drawing roomfl 
^^H| after dinner, her bosom had become as delicately roseatefl 
^^^^ as the second example which nature affords of the su bttea 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

ON THE STUDY OF GEOGRAPHY. 

JXJLIAN CHARLTON had been very well acquainted 
with the Rushtons of Queen's Elms previous to. his 
^^tting Qut on his travels. Sir Edwin Rushton was the 
'^Urth baronet. The first had been of great service to the 
^^Ternment of Mr. Fox, and had received his baronetcy as 
^ reward. He had been moderately wealthy ; but cards, 
^c>rses, and plain daughters had been so fatal to the pros- 
perity of the family that the fourth baronet, who had four 
daughters exceeding in plainness even the most character- 
istically plain of their grand-aunts unto the third genera- 
tion back, was known to be yearly in search of a person 
w-illing to lend money upon the security of unlet farms. 
A.S he had not discovered this philanthropist, his circum- 
S'ta.nces were, as a rule, straitened. 

Julian recollected how each of the four plain daughters 
o^ the house of Rushton had shown herself sympathetic 
w-ith his own aspirations. He had been a scientific explorer 
i*^ those days, and in order to show her sympathy, the eldest 
l^a.d openly scoffed at the book of Genesis — thereby ruining 
^^t" prospects with the young rector who had just been pre- 
sented with the living of Brackenhurst. 

^hen his artistic fit came upon him, a year later, the 

second bought ten yards of old gold muslin at Mr. Liberty's, 

^ pink paper shade for the lamp, and a screen with a stork 

""^^it. She had tied the muslin in scarf lengths round the 

**ower pots, she had made reading impossible with her 

lamp shade, arid she had provoked a critical comparison 

823 
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among the very frank members of her household betw^^^ 
herself and the bird which appeared on the screen. 

He had talked to the :third on the subject of Eng^l^^^ 
literature, and she had forthwith subscribed to the /a^^'-^ 
Herald. The remaining daughter heard that he was music^^' 
She took lessons on the banjo. 

The four daughters remained unmarried. 

But it is scarcely necessary to say that, however straiten ^^ 
and uncertain the income of a country gentleman niayt>^» 
he still keeps his riding horses and his coach horses, t«^^ 
butler, footmen, grooms, under grooms, coachmen, cooled* 
laundresses, housemaids, scullery maids, kitchenmaid ^» 
dairymaids, lady's maids, and all the other consumers <^^ 
cold beef and pickles — cheese and beer — who find indo<^^ 
relief beneath the roof of the family mansion. TH^ 
Rushton family Uad all of these; and though theycoul<i 
not afford to maintain a house in town during the seasoi^» 
they invariably entertained a number of visitors in tl^c 
summer and autumn. 

In the winter they gave dinner parties — county family 
dinner parties — monuments of dullness. 

It appeared that Miss Travers and Cyril Southcote we^^ 
among the visitors at Queen's Elms — the first of tt>6 
summer set. Sir Edwin and the commissioner had been* ^^ 
the same regiment in their youth, and Lady Rushton h^^ 
known Marian's mother. 

As for Cyril Southcote, he was understood to be ^^ 
clever as to be thoroughly good for nothing ; and thus S^^* 
Edwin thought he had sufficient grounds for entertaini"^^ 
the hope that he would propose to one of the plain daug*^' 
ters. He had not done so ; but he had proposed toM'^ 
Travers, whom he found to be everything that a nice gT^^ . 
should be — including an appreciative listener. Appreciati^^ 
listeners were getting rarer every day, he felt. Girls wef^ a 
getting to be able to talk for themselves, and to hoW ■ 
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'Ties of their own ; so, though he had been content 

during the greater part of the voyage to merely observe 

M'Ss Travers. yet, during the last week she had beeu so 

appreciative a listener, he felt a wrench at parting from 

ber. Two days aCler they had come together at Queen's 

Elms he had spoken to her on the subject of love. 

"e found her to be an appreciative listener. 

Julian Charlton was not a vainer man than most men; 

but he knew perfectly well that Marian Travers had beeu 

disappointed when she found that he was looking forward, 

not to marrying her, but to marrying the strange girl whom 

he had found at the summit of Ladder Hill at St. Helena. 

HefaHcied that he had noticed a curious little bitter smile 

abOHt her lips when they were waving hands to one another 

in fhat shady green lane. He wondered if Miss Travers 

bad any touch of malice in her nature. He was looking 

forward to her visit with some degree of eagerness — some 

degree of anxiety. 

Bertha was also looking forward to her visit. She was 
wondering if it might be possible to obtain the practical 
sympathy of Marian for her scheme for the elevation of 
love. 

She had actually a hope that she would, in a moment, 
obtain the sympathy of a young woman who had all her 
life studied the best means of obtaining a husband ! 

She actually hoped to have the co-operation of the 
young woman whose lover (that might have been) she had 
annexed ! 

Three days passed before Lady Rushton, accompanied 
by Marian Travers, one of the plain daughters, and Cyril 
Sonthcote, paidher avisit tothe Court. Sunday intervened, 
and both Julian and Bertha went to church. The experi- 
ence of an English village church was a new and a very 
delightful one to the girl, The building had not been 
iSUbjected to that system of spoliation known a.^ " t.&?,\.OT- 
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in^ " ; consequently it remained picturesque, with old 
pews like loose-boxes, and free from the abominatio 
pitch pine and varnish. The family angels of the Char 
wept in marble, with a monumental tablet between t 
over the square pew where Bertha and Julian sat. 
originator of the mural monument had evidently beer 
thrifty mind. He had determined that so large a s( 
of marble, should liot be wasted with the inscription of 
the name of his wife and child, in whose memory h 
had it carved. He had caused the two names to be p 
in a corner, and the word " also " to be cut below 
When a death occurred in the family the name o 
deceased was neatly cut under the previous name 
word ** also " being added as before. The tablet se 
to have threatened at one period not to last out, s 
stone mason had considerately cut the later names 
half the size of the first four rows ; and it could no 
have led up to some cheerful reflections on Julian ( 
ton's part, to observe that there was plenty of rooi 
three or four additional names on the tablet. His 
was not likely to be huddled into a corner. But B 
reading the list during one of the Lessons, was som' 
disturbed when she found that it ended with " 
Julian's head was just beneath this word. The effec 
grim. 

The sermon was one that must have been highly a 
ciated by the villagers to whom it was addressed. I 
a sound, practical, homely discourse as to the exac 
nificance of certain Greek particles in the writings < 
Paul. It doubtless helped to free the farmers' minds 
all misgivings on a subject, which it is generally u 
stood — if one may judge from the sermons that one 
in village churches — has agitated the agricultural cl 
for many years. 

Returning to the Court, Bertha admitted that the N( 
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RiishtoTi were very plain. They had occupied one side of 
the pew next to the Charlton's, and they had been inju- 
'''cious enough to sU side by side. Plain daughters ought 
lot to concentrate their forces. Artfully distributed each 
of them might even have seemed passable. 

The one who accompanied her mother to visit the Court 
realized the idea of Diana done in terra cotta, in all points 
**ccpt features and iigure. 

Lady Rushton was small, but stately and excessively 
patronizing. She palronized Bertha. 

'"Marian has told me all about you, my dear." said she. 
" "Vou are a colonist — a New Zealander, 1 believe." 

** 1 was born in Australia, Lady Rushton," said Bertha. 
*'Ah, I knew I was right," said Lady Rushton. " Aus- 
tra,]ia, New Zealand, Tasmania, Fiji — they are all the 
satne." 
I •' Quite," said Cyril, " quite the same — to some people." 

I" Exactly ; he has been there, so he should know," said 
Lady Rushton assuringly to Bertha, lest she should insist 
on her absurd distinctions being recognized. 
I *' He has been where ? " said Beriha. 

"There," said Lady Rushton. " New Zealand." 
"He is more fortunate than I am," said Bertha; "I 
•^ever was there," 

J-ady Rushton smiled a pitying, patronizing smile. 
" In England," said she, " we are not accustomed to 
"''^Vj such delicate distinctions. We call people who have 
"*en born in Devonshire English, just as much as people 
wfio have been born in Northumberland. Some who have 
"^^n born in Cornwall and on the borders of Wales are 
Wiled English by courtesy." 
" They are indeed," said Cyril, nodding approvingly. 
" Von see." said Lady Rushton, waving her hand toward 
- '^''' " '^"'^ ^° y^^ need not be otherwise than quite at 
MR^r ease with us, Mrs. CharltonJff^m^^tvo^^^^B 
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not help having been born in New Zealand. They are 
most interesting people, I am given to understand ; a' 
they not, Mr. Southcote ? " 

" Extremely," said he. " They speak English fluently.' 

" You see," said Lady Rushton, with another wave ai 
another patronizing smile. " So you need not be afrai 
Mrs. Charlton. You will never hear your birth alluded t 
No one whom you are likely to meet in society could poss 
bly have the bad taste to refer to such a matter." 

" If anyone should it would be a great pleasure to raer 
said Bertha. " I am very proud of having been born ^ 
Australia." 

" Oh, dear ! " said Lady Rushton, lifting up her han# 

" In Australia, I need hardly tell you, who seem to be 
well informed, Lady Rushton, there are quite as noble fai 
ilies as any in England. The best groom I ever had -^^^ 
Australia was the second son of an English peer,, and tl""^ *^ 
best hand my father had on one of his sheep runs w^^^^ 
the representative of a family that came over with tli^^"^^ 
Conqueror." 

" My dear Mrs. Charlton ! " cried Lady Rushton in ^ 

tone that suggested extreme incredulity. 

" The police sergeant at one of our stations was the sc ^^^ 
of a bishop," continued Bertha, " and for several montl«r^ -^ ' 
our head sheep-shearer was the brother of a baronet." 

" A baronet ! " almost shrieked Lady Rushton, as if sh^'"^ ^ 
felt that this young woman whom she meant to patroniz^^ * 
was becoming unwarrantably personal. " A baronet ! ther-^ "^^ 
must be some mistake." 

" There is none, I assure you," replied Bertha. " Bi: 
you English must not fancy that because your best famili< 
work for us in a menial capacity we decline to regard y( 
as on a social level with ourselves — or, at any rate, v( 
nearly so. No, I assure you, Lady Rushton, there is 
foolish exclusiveness among us in this respect." 
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"^here was a silence in the drawing room. Cyril South- 
cole even was bteatli less. He looked admiringly at Ber- 
w^ and then glanced at Julian. He could see that Julian 
dill not admire this "scoring" on Bertha's part. Cyril 
knew that men do not as a rule admire a display of clever- 
ness by their own wives, 

'" the midsl of the silence tea was brought in, and Ber- 
tlia Was excessively gracious in offering her visitor.s tea. 
'•"^ plain daughter wondered how she would look if she 
possessed lace like that which Mrs. Charlton was wearing. 
""^ vather thought that it would suit her "style." Plain 
. ll^uehtei-s are fond of referring to their " style." 

Parian Travers thought that perhaps her turn had come 

'"> Converse with Bertha. Julian fancied that he detected 

'°^Ut the corners of her mouth the little suggestion of 

^'tce which he had noticed there more than once before, 

J told Lady Rushton of the romance associated with 

'"'^ r meeting." said Marian, glancing from Julian to Ber- 

"t£i, .. yv^g jj jjyj. romantic, Lady Rushlon ? " 

Extremely romantic," said Lady Rushton. " But I 
^^'"c known romantic marriages turn out all right in the 
*"^ ." she added. " Yes— some." 

* And I can only hope that ours will come to be regarded 
y i^on as a valuable addition to your experience in this 
"*>-, Ludy Rushton," said Julian. 

■ I hope so," said her ladyship seriously, but with a dep- 
^^®*^^ting shake of her head, which was equivalent to au 
^'^ egression of doubt that rather outweighed the hope. 

*^yril perceived that thiiwas distinctly rude on the part 
**' lady Rushton. He also perceived that Bertha had not 
iSrlled to accept it as a piece of rudeness. 

^' Oh, I think we may take it for granted that you will be 
■ppy, Mrs. Charlton," said Marian, 
"And I wi!! take it upon me to answer for your hus- 
■baud, Mrs. Charlton," said Cyril. 
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" Thank you ; you may," said Julian. *' How od 
was, Lady Rushton," he continued ; " Southcote a 
were talking one afternoon on the phenomenon of lo 
Lady Rushton straightened herself in her seat. She 
not like the sound of the phrase. She was not sure th 
might not have some improper import, which wouldl 
quite unfit for a daughter to hear. " Yes, and what v 
most singular in the matter was that Southcote dec! 
that there was no such thing as love unless one fell into '^' '• 
and I held that it was largely due to sympathetic assoc^ , 
tion. And yet, before three days had passed, I had foui 
out that I was quite astray in my theory, and before ^^''""'^^ 
months had passed he had proved that he accepted ra ^ 
principles." ^^ : 

" How delicious ! " cried the plain daughter. " I anCT^ ^ 
nuts on romance," she added, with a smile of extraordinary"*", 
breadth and color. She felt that in saying " nuts " she had ^ 
reached the farthest limits of human fastness. ^< 

" I don't see any reason for your exclamation, Euphemia,'* ^ 
said Lady Rushton. " I think that mutual esteem and 
respect, both of which constitute the Xrue foundation for 
hoping that a marriage will result in happiness, can only be 
acquired through time. There is a proverb about marrying 
in haste." 

Cyril perceived that Lady Rushton was clumsily attempt- - 
ing to put into practice a policy of reprisal. She was 
determined to make Bertha suffer for having not only 
declined to be patronized, but for having herself assumed 
the r61e of patron. 

" I hope that our repentance may not come at leisure," 
said Bertha gently. 

" I was glad to see you at church," said Lady Rushton — 

the word " repentance " suggested the topic. 

** It was the first time I was in a church in England,' ^ -i 
*ha. 
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P Except, of course, when you were getting married," 
*»*3 Marian, with a laugh. 
'-I'here was a silence. 

*■*! said, except when you were getting married," 
^^ r>eated Marian in a louder tone. 

•''I cannot say that the picturesqueness of the sermon was 
1*^iteso striking as that of the old church," said Julian. " I 
'■'> i Ilk that business about the Greek particle a trifle beyond 
tKe average of erudition that one looks for in a village 
^Hurch." 

'• 1 considered it most improving," said Lady Rushton. 
* 1 do not consider that the Church of England is a fitting 
^Whject for jest." 

" Nor is any other Church, in ray opinion," said Julian. 
"There is no other Church," said Lady Rushton. "I 
*eave Dissenters to look after themselves." 

"Which most of them do," remarked Cyril. "They 
'Ook after the non-Dissenters as weU, during their spare 
tioqients, and with such considerable success as is exces- 
^^■tvely annoying to the non-Dissenters " 
^^r "The colonies are swarming with Dissenters, I hear," 
^^Mid Lady Rushton, looking meaningly toward Bertha, 
^^V '" Are they really ? " said she. 

^^V " I think," said Marian, " that if I were getting married 
^^B'fhould choose such a charming little church as we have 
^^■KBrackenhurst. Why did you not come down here to be 
^^HKirried, Mrs. Charlton ?" 

^^B "You see. Bertha's aunt lives in town," said Charlton 
^^■jluckly — almost breathlessly. 

^^H'"To be sure, I remember Mrs, Hardy very well — so 
^^Blptherly! " said Marian. "And soyou were compelled to 
^^Mjit yourselves to circumstances. I was in town until a 
^^Eleek ago, Why did yon not ask me to the wedding? I 
^^KDUld have let nothing interfere with my going," 
^^^^ Why, you never gave us your address," said Julian. 
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" Never mind, Miss Travers, we bear you no malice; and ^ 
promise you that we shall be present when you are bei^S 
married." 

" You certainly must," said Marian, " What church ^^ 
London did you say you were married in ?" 

'* My dear, Lady Rushton will take another cup of te^*- " 
cried Julian, rising to relieve Lady Rushton of thecusto^^dy 
of her cup. 

" No, thank you," said Lady Rushton. "What chur^^^ 
did you get married in ? " 

She believed in her heart that Charltpn had married ^ 
Dissenter. She was determined that the offense should ^^^e 
admitted. She had not failed to observe the evasion of iW^^ 
question put by Miss Travers. 

"We got married in no churchy Lady Rushton," S2u ^^ 
Bertha quietiy. 

"Great Heavens!" whispered Lady Rushton, "t= — ^^ 
church ! I knew it. A Dissenting chapel — I have hea^sr'd 
of them — all whitewash and snuffles." 

" Neither in church nor chapel nor in the presence of ^ 
registrar," continued Bertha. 

There was a long silence. 

Lady Rushton was paralyzed with astonishment. 

Even Cyril Southcote was somewhat surprised. 

Then Lady Rushton took a long breath. She looked 
Bertha, then at Julian, then at Marian. 

Then her eyes rested upon her plain daughter. 

The sight aroused all the British mother within her. 

With something like a cry she sprang to her feet an 
rushed to her daughter. 

She stood between the Child and the Contaminator 
between a monument of terra cotta and one of marble. 

" Spare us !" she cried imploringly. " Spare my child S- 
She at least is innocent ; she knows nothing of this iniquity."*^ 

" Lady Rushton," said Marian, " I am sure that we ar 
under some mistake." 
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; arc," said (he mother; "the mistake was coming 

You brought me, Marian Travers — you brought 

^aud — ah — the Child — lake her away^let her escape ! " 

" There is no mistake whatever, Miss Travers," said 

" Mr. Chariton and 1 are just as honorably hus- 

i and wife as if we had gone through a ceremony in a 

We love one another with a love that is God's 

t gift. We are married in the sight of God." 

"In the sight of the devil, woman!" cried Lady 

tshton. " I see it all— I see it all ! " 

Charlton went lo the bel! rope, and thence to the draw- 

n door. He opened it to the fullest extent. 
'' Lady Rushton's carriage," he said to the footman. 

Rushtoii lifted up her head, drew down the 
Skaers of her mouth, squared her shoulders, and keeping 
2 weather side, so to speak, of her daughter, to 
ist«ct her from the possibility of contamination, stalked 
E of the room. 

The daughter looked around, and, smiling pleasantly at 

rtha, made a little movement with one of her thumbs in 

iirection of her mother — the action was not one that 

\ respect. 

f This is a curious business," said Cyril, standing at the 

"Of course I know there is something behind that 

ft-fenow nothing about ; but still " 

" I ain bewildered, I frankly confess," said Marian, arch- 
ing her eyebrows, "I suppose Mr. and— well, let us say, 
Mrs. Charlton, understand their own business and what is 
due to society." 

" Vouare quite safe in supposingso much," said Charlton. 

" But you cannot blame us if " 

" In no way do we blame anyone for anything," cried 
Julian. " Lady Rushton is getting impatient." 

" Good-by," said Marian. " I wish I had not so insisted 
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better give all your attention to making peace with Lady 
Rushton." 

After a moment's pause, broken only by the sound ot 
Lady Rushton's voice from her carriage, Marian put outhei 1 
hand to Bertha. Cyril gave a sigh of relief. He hated 
a scene. 

" After all," said he when Marian was at the point o^ 
leaving, ** marriage is like sin : it resolves itself into a ques- 
tion of geography." 

" Cyril," cried Marian, " may I beg that you will recoll^^ 
that I am present." 

" I recollect it perfectly," said he. " My dear Charltoi'* 
yours is a most interesting experiment. I wonder how *^ 
will end. Anything new in marriage or poison has always 
interested me greatly. I have never had the courage to. 
test any novelty for myself in either direction, but this fa^^ 
does not prevent my being greatly interested in watchinS^ 
the effect of a novel poison or the realization of a new id^^ 
in that relationship which the Church calls marriage. Wh^t 
do you call your system — the name Free-Love hsis a soup(^^ 
of vulgarity about it ? A taking name is vital to the succe^^ 
of such a cult. I did not fancy such an idea as this coul^ 
possibly be put into practice in this century and by people 
in society. I admire your courage exceedingly. It deserv^^ 
to succeed, but it won^t. Good-by. I hear your weddii>0 
bells in the distance." 

Whatever he may have heard in the distance he certainly 
heard the voice of Marian Travers close at hand. She ha-^ 
gone from the room making a gesture of impatience, ati^ 
had again called to him from the hall. There was sotf*^ 
shrillness in her voice. 

Ill another moment the hoofs of the very indiffef^^ 
coach horses of the Rushton family were tearing up ^^^ 
gravel of the avenue. 

Bertha and Julian stood alone in the drawing room. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

ON BEING THOUGHT A SCOUNDREL. 

THAT is the first of the scenes we may look for," said 
Julian. 
" If that woman is a specimen of the aristocracy of Eng- 
land," said Bertha, " all I can say is that I prefer such 
examples as we have around us in Australia. . The Honor- 
able Jeff was a man of good feeling as well as a first-rate 
groom, and Courtenay Riders, the baronet's brother, was 
chivalrous in every way. Why, that is nothing but a vulgar 
old woman — without education, without good sense, full of 
prejudice, ignorance, pig-headedness, and insolence." 

" Lady Rushton is by no means a bad specimen of her 
class," said Julian. " She would not have so much minded 

that we are not married " 

" But we are married, Julian." 

" Of course, dearest, as we regard marriage ; but what 
set her back up was your giving her so clearly to understand 
that you would not submit to be patronized by her. She 
could not stand that. Did you notice how she tried to 
force you to confess that you were a Dissenter ? " 

" And if I had been one " 

** She' would probably have said that you showed very 

had taste. These country families who have got no ideas 

beyond phosphates and drain pipes, just as their fathers had 

^o ideas beyond turnips and mangolds, thank God that. 

^^^y have still their Church of England. To be a Dis-^ 

^^Uter shows very bad taste, they think." 

**I wonder that Miss Travers, who really is a nice girl^ 

« 

^ tolerate that narrow-minded old woman." 

»35 
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" My dear, Marian Travers knows what suits herself, 
feel at this moment that she had reasons of her owa ^ 
forcing you into a corner : I fancied that I saw more tl>^ 
a suspicion of malice in her expression when we yff^ 
parting* from her a few evenings ago." 

" Why should she bear us any malice ? " 

" Who can tell what she may account as a sufficient r^ ^ 
son ? Never mind. We are independent of all su' 
people. You and I, dearest, can live for one another.*' 

" You are not sorry, Julian, that ypu have accepted 
principles ? '* said Bertha after a pause. 

" My dearest," said he, taking her hand and looking ve 
tenderly into her face, ** I made up my mind I could a 
live without you. You may rest perfectly, assured that 
shall never even think of reproaching you for anythin 
We stand together. Bertha, in this business. I agree wit 
all that you have said regarding the union of love and t 
shackles of marriage, even though we should be cut 
from society." 

" And you think that we shall be isolated — boycotte 
by all your friends here ? " 

" I am sure of it. But what does it matter to us. Berth 
Think of the amount of money we have between us. Th 
renders us independent of .the narrow-minded coun 
circle. We can live anywhere we choose." 

" The people in London are surely above all narro 
minded prejudices." 

** They are. You might depend on making a success E- ^ 
London. They are constantly on the lookout for a no^-— ^' 
elty in London. The inventor of a new religion is the her"^^^ 
of the hour. Atheism was the cult a few years ago. It ^^^ 
now an indication of old fogyism to mention the worc^^' 
Avowed atheism will never, put anyone into parliame 
again. Agnosticism has had its turn. Then came spiri 
ualism, then theosophy. Meanwhile the day of what idioc:^^^^ 





tt»* 



1 cestheticism came — and went. After several false 

■rms I believe thai society iti London is given over to the 

rship of the Honest Doubter. He is usually a clergy- 

with strong conviclions. He cannot remain in the 

stablished CImrch because his convictions are too strong, 

"'•ci he will not join any other Church because no other 

^^^tjrch contains members that have precisely the same con- 

^'c^tionsas his. The Honest Doubter is a clergyman who 

''^^ weak brains, but strong convictions. He is the hero of 

''*^ moment. But you could easily cut him out if you went 

London. The county families will ask no one to visit 

-m who is in any way original ; but in town the original 

''**^n or woman is the honored guest. In fact, the original 

"^^n or woman is the cause of the assembling of guests. 

■^e hostess of to-day must have a lion on view before the 

*-ter animals can be induced to visit her. Oil, they have 

*^ narrow-minded prejudices in London, on the subject 

^ the private life of their lions ; and if now and again the 

_.^^ast turns and rends his hunters, no one minds much. 

~^ here is no hunting lions without a bttie risk. That's a 

Xieech for you." 

"I would consider that sort of fame in town worse than 
*^eing boycotted in the country," said Bertha. " Never 
*>iiud, ray beloved ; we will not boycott each other, you 
^nd L" 

"So, then, all's well," laughed Julian. 
He had almost come to believe that all was well. 
He had counted the cost — roughly. He had not, of 
course, had a chance of going into the details of the matter 
Carefully, but he had fully reckoned on being subjected to 
ttiat isolation, which at one time was alluded to as Cov- 
witry, but which is now termed boycotting, so far as the 
'County where he lived was concerned. He had traveled, 
iiid he had a mind of his own, consequently he knew that 
to be deprived of an occasional visit from people who had 
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put their minds into a sack of guano without any fertilizir^g 
results accruing from the contact, should not plunge, tiii^ 
into despair. 

At the same time he could not but feel that the sce:r^e 
through which he had passed was an extremely unpleasa. ^^^ 
one. It is always mortifying for a man of some intelligen <^c 
to know that a person quite devoid of intelligence H^s 
parted from him with a feeling of having got the best of ^*^ 
encounter. 

He knew that Lady Rushton would feel that she had, ^^^ 
stalking out of the drawing room at the Court, complete *y 
overwhelmed him and Bertha, and that she would lose ^'^^ 
time in spreading through the country the story of t» ^^ 
victory. Therefore, though he had given Bertha to unci ^^^* 
stand that all was well, he had some misgivings on '^ 
matter in his own mind. 

He had told Bertha that she might prepare for be i ^^^ 
isolated by the county. He believed that this at least V*^^ 
inevitable. Everyone in the county detested Lady Ru ^^ 
ton, but no one had the courage to hold out against \% ^^ 
People visited only where she visited. He was therefc^ -^^ 
greatly surprised when he received a card, expressing c ^^^ 
pleasure that it would give Lord and Lady Ashenthorpe ^ 
see Mr. and Mrs. Charlton at a garden party at Ashme^ 
on the following Friday afternoon. 

After some thought he accepted the invitation. He 
determined that he would give the county to understand 
that it was not his intention to alter his mode of life 
because Lady Rushton had seen fit to stalk out of his 
wife's drawing-room with her head in the air. •= 

He did not expect to have any more visitors during the 
week, but in this matter also he was mistaken. Lunch had 
just been laid on the Wednesday afternoon when Mr. and 
Mrs. Hardy appeared in the one fly that was available at 
the railway station. 
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Bertha and Julian had just returned after a morning's 
^•"out fishing in the Purlbrook. They lost no time in 
Welcoming their visitors, and Julian took good care that 
'^'s espressions should not be less cordial than those of 
Bertha. 

I^he secretary of the carnisoHsts had on, as usual, a black 
^"'t of that smooth cloth which every villager in the old 
"^^ys touched his hat to. He looked more like a clergy- 
"^^-n than ever. He was just a trifle too solemn for the 
P^rt. But the clergyman's trick of declining to turn his 
"^^d without turning his whole body he had caught to 
P^^rfeclion. 

With his hat off he looked like a man to be respected — 
^^i', a butler. 

ilrs. Hardy was smiling in her own way. She would not 

*^ rnove her bonnet when sitting down to lunch. Her 

^"-isband not only removed his hat but made preparations 

^^T removing his cuffs as well, only his host prevented him 

•"^ni taking this e.'itreme step. Even though it might be 

•■1 important part of the ceremonial of the caruisolists, 

"* *jliaa, thinking of the prejudices of his butler and the new 

Potmen, politely insisted on his retaining his cuffs, 

Mr, Hardy ultimately allowed himself to be persuaded 
^j;ainst his own instincts of thrift in the laundry depart- 
*Vicnt ; but in spite of his compliance Julian Charlton beg^n 
Q suspect that he was not altogether a person who was in 
B%e habit of mingling with the best society. Julian's experi- 
ice of moderately good society had led him to believe 
tat the removal of linen cuffs preparatory to lunch was 
mt de rigutur. 

X'VLt. Hardy seemed to have none of the prejudices of the 
strnisolists so far as diet was concerned. He partook lib- 
erally and indiscriminately of every dish (hat was offered 
10 him — of the animal, vegetable, and lobster-salad king- 
^^^.doms — of tbe product of the vineyard and olive-yard alike, 
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His freedom in this way placed Julian at his ease, though 
he feared that it might not have the same effect upon Mr. 
Hardy himself. 

As for Mrs. Hardy, she was almost as indiscriminate in 
her diet, though she took good care to acquaint her niece 
with the elementary properties of every dish. She knew 
the flesh-formers from the fat-formers, and partook of both. 

Julian received his visitors with some misgivings at first; 
for he thought it was very likely that he would be required 
to enter into some explanation to Bertha's relation regard- 
ing her presence at his house — a matter which required to 
be very delicately touched upon, and one which was not 
susceptible of explanation except to persons who had suc- 
ceeded in freeing their minds from a prejudice that W^ 
almost universal. 

Now, as he questioned very much if Mr. and Mrs. Har^^ 
were accustomed to approach the consideration of the m^^' 
riage question with wholly unbiased minds, he felt that ^ 
might have more or less difficulty in satisfying them tl3 ^ 
the domestic system which had been adopted at the Cot^ -^ 
was founded on the truest principles. When, however, t^ • 
found them both greatly interested in their lunch, ar^ 
referring, when they had time, to the varied charms of 
country life and the excellent quality of the timber of tlw 
park, he came to the conclusion that their visit was a cor^ 
gratulatory one, and not one of inquiry. They were clearl 
satisfied, he felt, at the step which their niece had taken. 

He found out, however, when he had given Mr. Hardy sp^ 
large cigar, and had led him to the billiard room after^ 
lunch, that Bertha's aunt's husband was not disponed to pas5' 
over the matter of Julian's relations with Bertha in silence. 
In fact it became clear to him that Mr. Hardy, at any rate, 
had paid his visit with other than congratulatory intentions. 

The door of the billiard room was scarcely shut when he 
turned to his host. 
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It is, I suppose, unnecessary for me to ask you, Mr. 
rlton," said he, " if the system upon which you and my 
niece are liviug heie is that which she has made no 
of holding — you are not married ? " 
We are most certainly married," said Charlton ; " not, 
laps, as people who regulate their actions in accordance 
the prejudices — the artificial prejudices — of society 
[ard being married, but most certainly married. I con- 
ir myself bound to your wife's niece by a stronger tie 
any that can be woven by the Church or by the law 
'the land." 
No doubt," said Mr. Hardy. " But, you see, we arc 
'iviiig in the midst of a society that is held together only 
"Y What you may call prejudices. Marriage is one of these 
■~*he legal ceremony of marriage, I should say, to put 
"Myself on your level. If it was not understood by the peo- 
1"^ who constitute a civilized community that, for a man 
^"d a woman to live together without their union being 
'auctioned by law — 1 do not say religion — wasa social mis- 
aem^gfjQj^ society would not hold together for a day." 
I " That is begging the question, Mr. Hardy," said Julian- 
' It is making a statement which is justified by facts," 
^'d Mr. Hardy. " Men daily desert their wives, in spite 
°^ the fact that the law punishes them for so doing. What 
*omd they do, might I ask you, if no penalty were attached 
'■* tile offense— that is, if a man did not make himself 
^Wenable to the law by becoming a party to a civil con- 
^'aci involving certain obligations ? Why, the world would 
I": full of deserted wives," 

That is certainly taking a very cynical view of marriage 
** an institution, Mr. Hardy. What Bertha holds—what I 
"old — is that, if marriage is founded upon true affection, 
"^ tie will be regarded as sacred by the man and the 
*'*nian without the necessity for any civil contract sanc- 
I'Oned by law and society being entered into. Pray light 
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your cigar ; I have no wish to discuss with you a point 
which cannot be appreciated except by those who have 
studied it in all its bearings, with a mind altogether free j 
from prejudice." 

** I have no desire to discuss it either, Mr. Charlton ; 
but I know what men and women are, and I know that men 
are mostly scoundrels, so far as women are concerned, and 
that women are mostly fools so far as men are concerned. 
Matters are bad enough even with the civil contract oi 
marriage protecting society from the scoundrelism o\ 
man and from the folly of women ; what it would be 
if that fad of my wife's niece became common, I cao 
guess." 

"It strikes me, Mr. Hardy, that your reference to a f^" 
scarcely comes gracefully from you.*' 

" You believe me to be an old fool, I suppose ?" 

" I believe you to be the secretary and founder of th^ 
Carnisolist Society — that is what you call it, I think." 

*' Never mind the Carnisolist Society, sir ; we must all 
live. I know that you both think that you are superior to the 
majority of the men and women in the world — that the la^^ 
which may be good enough for them, keeping them square' 
and so forth, are not for you — that you will be a law unto 
yourselves, and set up as the pioneers of a new and select 
faith — a faith that will reform the world ; but I know that 
the hearts of human beings are very human — even of the 
most select human beings ; and I know that your new reli- 
gion will break down under the first strain that is put on it 
If you love that young woman truly, I pity you when you 
see her surrounded by attractive men — or, perhaps, by the 
side of one attractive man — and you feel that she is your 
wife only so long as it pleases her to be so. I pity her, too, 
when she sees you in the midst of a number of attractive 
Women — or, perhaps, by the side of one particularly attrac- 
tive woman— -and she feels that you ar? bound to her by no 




O.V BEI.VG TUQUGffT A SCOUNDREL. 



24J 



e except one that is purely imaginative — I will not say 
illusive. Above all, I pity your chiltJren." 

"Y'ou are at liberty to lake any view you please of the 
course we have adopted," said Charlton when his visitor 
liati Spoken. " I am not s«re that you can claim to be 
looked on as a wholly disinterested critic. I am not sure if 
'hat man Vicars, who was living at your house, gave you 
'o Understand what his views were in respect of your wife's 
"lece; but I fancy that, in removing Bertha out of his 
power and, perhaps, out of your power and away from your 
^sociations, I have done well. So far I have nothing to 
•"^Proach myself with. Now, I decline to discuss the matter 
''rther with you or with anyone else." 
" Vou are right there, sir," said Mr. Hardy. " The less 
■^ou discuss the matter the better it will be — for yourself, 
"lit you cannot altogether crush down the consciousness, 
*hich you now and again have, of behaving like a scoun- 
drel in failing to protect thai young woman against herself 
^^in being a party to that foolish fancy of hers. Now and 
*eain you feel a bit uneasy, I know ; for a man cannot get 
fid of his conscience all in a moment, any more than a man 
can get rid of the rheumatism all at once. Conscience is 
the rheumatism of the soul — it never quite leaves one. lis 
twinges may not be felt for some time, but they come with 
mcreased force when they return— as return they will. 
Now I have said what I came here to say, and I can depart 

"You can," said Julian. " You have spoken according 
to your lights, I dare say ; but such lights as yours are 
rush-lights, Mr. Hardy" 

" Perhaps so, Mr. Charlton," said Mr. Hardy. " But I 
'■^ske leave to hold that there are worse lights than rush- 
'■Shts, sir. There is the igtiis fatuus, for instance, that 
'*3(Js people up to the neck in a marsh ; and there is the 
"■ Elmo light that heralds a storm. I am better satisfied 
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to be guided by my poor rush-light than by a brilliant 
Will-o*- the- wisp or a corpse candle. You will think oi. 
what I have said when you are alone, and you will knovr 
that I have spoken the truth. Good-by to you, Mr. 
Charlton — good-by. You have a fine house, and you are 
rather more than less human than the majority of men who 
have lived in the world until they have passed their thirtieth 
year. Good-by ! " 

Nothing that Bertha could say to Mr. Hardy could \ti- 
duce him to prolong his visit. He left with his wife almost 
immediately. Julian did not ask him to remain, but ^^ 
shook hands with him at parting. 

He felt that this was a concession. It is not every ncr»^^ 
who will shake hands with another who has all but caL ^^^ 
him a scoundrel. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

ON THE SMILE AND THE FROWN. 

Hen Julian Charlton was alone he began to laugh at 
the idea of the founder of the carnisolists preaching a 
•On upon the iniquity of yielding to what he called fads, 
tlardy was, he felt, in the position of the merchant who 
dedired that honesty was the best policy, having tried the 
Opposite and found that it did not answer. 

But when his laugh was over he began to feel that his 
visitor had not proved himself by his conversation to be 
<liiUe 35 great a fool as Julian fancied he was, knowing his 
connection with the carnisolists. He recollected that he 
Inmserjf had spoken to Bertha pretty much as Mr. Hardy 
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"^«d the past three weeks caused him to think differently 
on iH e subject, he asked himself. Had he really come to 
'^^' tliat Bertha was quite right? He had talked lo Mr. 
Kari^^yj lights^had hehimself acted according to his lights 
"^ "^^inging Bertha down to his house, and in keeping her 
ther^ -J. 

^'** « of those twinges of which Mr. Hardy had also spoken 
mad^ him writheforaraoment,nordid its effects wholly pass 
away- when he recollected what his visitor had said regarding 
^^ t>ossibility of his feeling ill at ease when he might 
ctiari^^g to see Bertha surrounded by attractive men who 
KOuli^ be charmed with her, and who might probably seek 
tocl-»aj,n her in return. He liad known several attractive 
"•*"> and the result of recalling them was not to reassure 
J^* He had known several attractive men who were dis- 
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Btirctly unscrupulous — in fact, it had never been known t 

; attractive until they had proved themselves id be 
fan scrupulous. Was it possible that be should feel uneasy 
Vatching Bertha surrounded by men determined to make 
themselvea charming to her ; or, what would be more fatal 
who would be charming to her without esercis- 
fflg any determination in the matter? 

He had a few moments of unquiet thought. Then he 

a exclamation of impatience. 
He fancied that he had worked out the problem which he 
fcad set himself, and that the conclusion to which he hat! 
pome — namely, that Mr. Hardy was an old fool— 
isfactory one. 

He was under the impression that Bertha's aunt had had 
H chat with her on the subject upon which Mr. Hardy had' 
fehosen to converse in the billiard room; but he did not put 
■any inquiry to Bertha regarding the import of her interview 
alone with her aunt, and Bertha did not volunteer to tell him 
Wiy thing. 

He had never seen her look more charming than on the 
tftemoon of Lord Ashenlhorpe's garden party. As he helped 
lier up to the seat beside him on the high mail phaeton in 
which they were about to drive the six miles to Ashmead, he 
^ould not help feeling that Mr. Hardy had certainly shoH'n 
^limself to be a fool in suggesting that he, Charlton, would 
tever git'e Bertha cause for feeling all at ease, even when she 
oight chance to see him by the side of the most attractive 
woman in society. What was the most attractive i 
Kompared to Bertha? 

And so he sent his pair of horses prancing down llic 
Avenue. 

Lord Ashenthorpe was an undersecretary for some dejiart- 
ment, and he had only run down to his place in Bracken- 
a few days during the Whitsun holidays — the> 
SiUTch festival occurred early this year. He was the eldest^ 
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Con 1' tlie Marquis of Brackensliire, and he was one of the 

rtieiob^;j-s for the county. He had gained a reputation with 

theftovernment for being the best man to bewilder in a maze 

oi wof<3s any member of the opposition who asked an ^\^\- 

wardt^\]eslion. Such a gift is becoming more valuable every 

daj ii\ ihe House of Commons; consequently the value of 

^^^d Ashenthorpe was appreciably increasing in the eyes of 

^^P* government. They had even some thought of making 

^^P^ Chief Secretary for Ireland, in order to prevent the possi- 

^^P'Kty of his faculty becoming dull through disuse. It would 

^■P^ Certain to remain bright if he were to become Chief Secre- 

^^E'O'-for Ireland. 

^^k-fle declined to accept the Irish portfolio. It was all very 
^^pll for a man who was a bachelor, who was short-sighted, 
^^p3 who could look back on a youth well spent in the study 
^^B C!hristian evidences and golf to yawn the Irish members 
^^PO a frenzy. For his part. Lord Ashenthorpe declared 
^^KT, having none of lhe.se qualifications for success as chief 
^^^Tetary — he could not even yawn at will — he preferred 
^^Riaining in a humbler sphere of usefulness. 
^^Krir he county made an imposingdisplay at the garden party. 
^K^rd Ashenthorpe could not afford to neglect anyone who 
^^Bd electioneering interest. He looked forward to the time 
^^Bien all the licensed victualers within the constituency 
^^^mild be invited to such a function as a garden party, and 
^^ben the chiefs nf the miners' trade organization would be 
^^Kmd choosing their partners for lawn tennis. He felt 
^^Ktain that if he could only get the leaders of the temper- 
^^Bkce party down to a garden party at Ashmead, he could 
^^E^vlnce them that he was perfectly sound 011 local 
^^Btion; but he also knew that the temperance leaders are 
^^Bpre objectionable socially than the heads nf the miners' 
^^Rgaoieation whom he hoped to convince as to his sound- 
^Wwss on the eight hours' question. He believed that he 
fould make them think that he was sound even on a seven 
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tars' question or, if it came to that, on a six hours' C 
tion. Just as the young man who has no other means * 
subsistente than taking holy orders is ready to siibscTiO* < 
conscientiously not only to thirty-nine but to forty artifil"^ ' 
if necessary, so the conscientious politician will, when '■'* * 
rumors of a general election are in the air, accept the *'* 
hours' principle to gel the votes of the working men, W^*' 
like every good thing except work. He will also expfC*® 
the soundest of views — that is to say, views that sound be** 
— on local option, to try to catch the temperance parly; t>*^* 
he will not refrain from hinting on the following day, ■-* 
order to catch the publicans, what the government niig'^ ' 
reasonably be expected to do in abolishing the duty on be^ 
— the natural beverage of the working man, especially wh^' 
he is doing no work: when he is working he gets drunk, t-t^- 
Chancellor of the Exchequer assures us, upon rum. 

Lord Ashenthorpe had confidence in his own ability 
satisfy all shades of social politicians — that is to say, I^ 
knew that he could lead them one by one into a maze of wor*^ 
and leave them there. Modern politics he knew to be whoJ ^ - 
a matter of promises. The most promising Liberal candid** 
is the candidate who is most liberal with his promises. 

The first person seen by Bertha when she had dismount^^^ 
from the phaeton was Lady Rushton, in the center of h< 
group of plain daughters, with a husband that seemed a po*;^'^ 
sort of thing behind her. She gave a gasp when she sa^^J 
Bertha, and turned to Sir Edwin with uplifted hands aiL * 
Voice, calling his attention and the attention of everyone el#- 
within a considerable radius to the fact that Mr. Cbarlto - 
and That Woman had actually had the effrontery to appe»- 
3mong respectable people. 

Sir Edwin was a poor thing, but he was a man; and h " 
came lo the conclusion that That Woman was an extremel;:?' 
handsome woman, and that she dismounted from the big'ft 
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"Thank Heaven that you are notastatesinan, Sir Edwin," 
said Lady Riishlon as Bertha walked along by the side of 
Julian to where the wife of (be under secretaiy was receiv- 
ing her guests. "Thank Heaven that yoii are not a states- 

"So I do," said Sir Edwin. "But why?" 
"Why?" cried the matron. "Vou see that" — she jerked 
lier sunshade in the direction of Bertha — "and yet you ask 
ine why?" 

"She seems actually pretty," said Sir Edwin. He felt in 
his secret heart that he would with resignation submit to be 
regarded as a statesman, if his duties included receiving many 
*°men so charming as That Woman who was now walking 
^y the side of Charlton. "Vera incessu patuit dm" he 
"■Uritiured, observing her graceful gait, 

"Pretty!" said Lady Rushton. "We do not criticise 

*'Jch creatures. Come away; we cannot talk of her before 

^ children; the children shall not be contaminated if I can 

^^\* it. la it not monstrous to ask such people, simply 

^^cause Charlton has influence in the county — -iW influence, 

^ should ratber say? He can have none now. The county 

^^S pure — invariably pure, until he brought that coniamina- 

*'3tl here. And Lord Ashenthorpe invites them herel So 

**iUch for Ihe government! Sir Edwin, their days are 

**ymbered! Whatever we may be in England, we are pure. 

Our beloved sovereign has set us an example in this way — a 

*^oble example! England is not France, thank Heaven! 

■flod to think that that— wretch is wearing a costume that 

I know came from Mrae. John Smith's of Regent Street, 

and must have cost fifty guineas, while my daughters — ray 

pure daughters, poor things, are compelled to put up with 

the plainest of Tussores! Oh, this world! this world! 

Heaven be praised that 1 had time to spread her shame 

among most of the families who are present! Oh, to be a 
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had drawn her circle away from the front of the house 

I the direction of one of the suramerhouses — ihe chief 

e of Ashmead — where tea was being served. The 

ach of the family of Rushton was sufficient to send 

all the youths who were in the neighborhood. They 

i forward to such pleasures as were not wholly asso- 

with plain daughters. Another matron was in the 

imerhouse partaking of tea, and into her ear Lady 

poured the story of That Woman's appearance, 

'here was much uplifting of matronly hands and eyes and 

Meantime the under secretary and his wife had welcomed 
Charlton and Bertha. So they would have welcomed Baal 
I a^d Ashtoreth if they had apiieared decently dressed, and 

L had influence with the electors. 

^^B Lady Ashenthorpe was a Personage. That she had become 
^^■^ Personage proved that she possessed a large amount of 
^^Htact, and an infinite fund of smiles, no two alike. She had 
^^^^uct enough to perceive that Bertha was wearing a costume 
^^^Khich, for beauty, was not likely to be matched in the 
^^^Hbounty, and also that Bertha wore it as if she had never 
^^■worn anything else all her life; consequently she brought 
forth out of ber treasury hi:r most gracious smile, and sunned 
Bertha with it for thirty seconds; at the expiration of thai 
time another smile had been slipped over the first, as the 
dexterous manipulator of the magic lantern makes one picture 
dissolve into another. A new guest had come up and was 
being received by Lord Ashenthorpe. 

The under secretary knew Julian Charlton well. He 
heard that Julian had brought a wife home totheConrl, 
consequently he had seen that Mrs, Charlton's name was 
put in the invitation card. He now found that Ihe wife 
whom Charlton had brought home was an exlremely pretty 
■woman. He made up his mind that he would have haK an 
hour's conversation with her in the course of the afternoOD. 
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Perhaps he might even get his wife to ask her to dinner. 
He thought that, by judiciously exaggerating the influence 
that Charlton possessed in the county, Lady Ashenthorpe 
might consent to ask Mrs. Charlton to dinner. 

Cyril Southcote was at hand, and the retreating figure of 
Marian Travers was seen in the distance as Julian and 
Bertha came out from the Presence. 

** *The world is not all so bitter, but her smile can make 
it sweet,' " said Cyril, gracefully indicating the Presence. 

**A delightful woman," said Bertha. "Is not that Miss 
Travers who ran away as we came up?'* 

**You are right on both points, Mrs. Charlton," said Cyril. 
"The delightful woman is Lady Ashenthorpe, and the other 
is Miss Travers." 

**I did not suggest anything like that," said Bertha. **Miss 
Travers is very delightful too. She ran away." 

"Quite so," said Cyril. **I did not like to put it so 
strong myself; one can always depend on a woman for help- 
ing one out in a difficult matter such as this." 

**Why did Miss Travers run away?" asked Bertha. 

**A dear friend — a young girl — appeared in the distance 
in pink. A lowering of the eyebrow^s to make certain — a 
corresponding lifting of the hands — a cry of *my beloved 
Polly!' — a school friend not seen for years, I learn, and I 
find myself alone." 

**0h, that is why she ran away?" said Bertha. 

"Have I not given you a graphic explanation?" said 
Cyril. 

"It could not be more graphic if you had invented it," 
said Bertha. 

"You do not mean to imply " 

"That you invented the explanation? Certainly not. I 
only wish to imply that I regard you as an artist — a clever 
colorist is the exact phrase of the critics, I believe." 

"I accept your commendation in a spirt of humility not 
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^^^E common among artists. And noiv admit lo me in confi- 
^^^■"dence that you are greatly impressed with our summer fiinc- 
^^^■.tion — the common or garden party. My own belief is that 
^^^VSt would be tolerable if it were not for the garden." 
^^^1' "And I think that it would be delightful if it were notfor 
^^^Vtlie party. I saw Lady Rushlon. Lady Rushlon rushed 
^^^KtM when she saw me." 

^^B "Nevermind Lady Rushlon," interposed Julian. "We 
^^^P^all have lo look forward lo some years of life in this world 
1^^^ apart from the patronage of Lady Rushlon. Let ws go down 
to the lawn; I must greet some of our neighbors whom I 
3t seen for nearly three years." 
"The meeting and the greeting will be afifecting," said 
il. "I must find out what manner of schoolgirl is Miss 
vers' 'dearest Polly'; I rather like schoolgirls, when they 
e passed the giggling stage and have reached the inquir- 
ing point. And yet it seems a pity that they should ever l>e 
led to inquire. Alas ! the spirit of inquiry has proved fatal 
:omanyworaen since Eve set them the example. That which 
S forbidden is that which is inquired after. Au rei'inr." 

walked off in the direction which Marian Travers had 
^ken, leaving Bertha and Julian to make their way to the 
I, where many groups were to be seen endeavoring to- 
■ as little of the band as po.ssible. It is not possible to 
re a military band in full swing, but it can be abated in 
e measure by judicious conversation. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

ON SHORT SIGHT AND OTHER INFIRMITIES. 

IT Was, after all, Julian Charlton felt, the best thing that 

1 We could do — to walk boldly into the midst of the many 

groups composed almost exclusively of Brackenshire families. 

H^ felt that he had better give them to understand that he 

^^^ no intention of coming furtively to the garden party or 

^f stealing furtively about the grounds now that he had come. 

He knew, of course, that Lady Rushton had been describing 

^^ all the county the scene in which she had played the 

P^rt of the virtuous heroine, in the drawing room at the 

^Ourt; and he knew that the same lady was now talking to 

^Uch of her friends as she could bring together upon the 

^*^ormity of Lady Ashenthorpe's offense in asking to meet 

^spectable and even virtuous people, a young woman who 

^^^s living in the house with a man to whom she had not been 

^^ arried. 

The best way to show that he was not afraid of anything 
"^Xat Lady Rushton might say was to face all the people on 
-t>e lawn. 
He did so. 

Of one thing he was certain — there was no woman on the 
^-wn who could compare with Bertha either in respect of 
'^^auty or dress. She was infinitely above the most distin- 
guished of the county guests of Lady Ashenthorpe. 

This he knew; but he was not quite convinced in his mind 

"^hat the county ladies would be more disposed to be friendly 

^ith Bertha by reason of this fact. They might be disposed 

to forgive her for taking so remarkable a view of the sanctity 

^ marriage, but it was unlikely that they >NOu\d cw^j^jotL'^ 
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Before he had gone across the lawn, however, he found 

"*^t he was not likely lo be allowed to finish his promenade 

**<^ne by the side of Bertha. If the ladies turned their 

*'^c:tts upon her and fled from her, the men — except such 

^^ had wives present — showed no desire to do the same. 

J'^lian found himself greeted by a number of men whom he 

^*d known before setting out on his travels. They greeted 

"'ni with something of enthusiasm, and asked to be pre- 

^^ilted to Mrs. Charlton. Perhaps they laid a trifle too 

E^'eat emphasis upon the Mrs. Charlton. They also were 

*itiateiirs. 

Julian, without hesitation, presented at least half a dozen 
"len— two of them the best parlis in the county — to Bertha, 
iDd then he felt an arm on his own, 

He found that it was the arm of a man who had been his 
most intimate of school and college friends. 

"Come away from the madding crowd," whispered the 
man, "and tell me all that you have seen and all that you 
have learned by your travels — you can do it inside ten min- 
utes, I can swear." 

"Give me fifteen," said Julian, suffering himself to be led 
away by his friend. 

He found that his friend did not want to hear about his 
travels, but was only anxious to tell Julian about his own, 
Julian was not quite so absorbed in his friend's narrative as 
to be incapable of noticing the effect which had been pro- 
duced upon the ladies of the groups on the lawn when they 
perceived, by the aid of their spectacles, that Bertha was 
the center of a group of men — some of them the most angled- 
iox men in the county. Eligible men are no more plentiful 
in Brackenshire than they are in any other county in Eng- 
land; consequently they are prized as they deserve to be. 
They have latterly shown a remarkable inclination to look 
for wives outside their own county, and this wildness is heing 
made the subject of constant reproach by the ma.uou'i ol 
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Bracken shire. Now when they saw that That Woman- 
Bertha was already familiarly known in this way— was 
attracting the attention of the most eligible men, simply 
because she had a good figure, and had been well treated 
by her dressmaker, they made no attempt to conceal their 
indignation. 

Julian watched them with some malice in his heart, and 
not for a considerable time did he turn to where he had left 
Bertha. 

She was not there. 

The narrative of his own familiar friend became very 
tame, in spite of the fact that, although it dealt with shoot- 
ing in the Rocky Mountains, it bordered on the probable 
every now and again. 

Where was Bertha? j 

He followed the gaze of the ladies on the lawn — they were ; 
more indignant than ever — and he saw that Bertha was now 
standing apart from where she had been, and that only one 
man was by her side. 

She was looking very frankly into the man's face, and he 
was replying with the frankest look of admiration possible 
to imagine on a face that is incapable of suggesting any 
emotion. 

They were evidently mutually responsive, Julian per- 
ceived, and he knew that for them to be responsive meant 
that they were well pleased with one another. Suddenly he 
became once more conscious of that feeling which had come 
to him for the first time in his life when he had seen Eric 
Vicars grasp Bertha by both her hands on coming aboard 
the steamer in the dock. 

It returned to him with the effect as of a sudden stab with 
a sharp instrument. He kept his eyes fixed upon her. She 
laughed at something that the man beside her had said, and 
her face lighted up at that moment. 

He had an impulse to rush to her and take her away from 
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the man with whom she was conversing — on whom she was 
smiling He had an impulse to make her climb to her place 
on the phaeton, and to drive her away to the Court out of 
s'^ht of every human being but himself. 

Again Bertha laughed. Then she said something that 

caused her companion to laugh. He did not look like a 

roo-n who was given to laughter or smiles, but now he laughed. 

The ladies on the lawn looked meaningly at one another, 

aad. smiled. 

He saw them do so, and then his eyes returned to Bertha 
and her companion. 

They were beginning to stroll round to where a seat had 
been made about the trunk of a weeping ash. 

They were still absorbed in one another. 

And all the time that he was observing this his friend was 
droning away about the Rocky Mountains and his marvel- 
ous escapes from bears. Charlton had become so accus- 
tomed to associate tergiversation with stories of bears that 
he had at last come to doubt the truth of the bear story told 
by David the son of Jesse. Bertha and her companion dis- 
appeared beneath the shadowy branches of the accommodat- 
ing ash. 

All at once there flashed upon the mind of Julian Charlton 
the thought; 

^'She is nothing to me more than any other woman. ^^ 

ItwasquicWy followed by a more disturbing thought still: 

"/ am nothing to her more than any other many 

Where had he heard those words before? 

He recollected, after a time, that they had come from Mr. 
Hardy. He had in substance said, **I pity you when you 
see her by the side of some other man and reflect that she 
is bound to you by no tie." 

Was it possible that that 'middle-aged man, who had no 
claim to be regarded as a gentleman, had displayed wisdom 
in this prophecy of his? 
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He had alluded to Mr. Hardy as an old fool. Could it 
be possible that, after all, it was he himself who had been 
the fool, while Mr. Hardy was the wise man? 

He was beginning to fear that he was attaining to a com- 
plete knowledge of the meaning of that sensation which had 
come to him with the suddenness of a sharp stab, first when 
he had seen Eric Vicars grasping the two hands of Bertha, 
and again when he ha'd seen Bertha smiling up to the face of 
the man by whose sride she was now sitting, wholly hidden 
by the weeping ash. 

Jealousy — ^jealousy — ^jealousy was the word that sounded , 
in his ears like the strange rhythm of an incantation. It 
occurred to him that he was the victim of an incantation. 
He remembered one that he had read. The doom of the 
man — his name was Manfred — was in the line, 

Thou shalt never be alone. 

His doom was just the opposite, he felt: he was to be for- 
ever alone. He loved with all his soul that beautiful girl 
who had gone away from him — this was how he put the 
matter — with another man, and yet she was bound to hi© 
by no tie. He had no power to go to her and bring her 
back to his side. 

He had talked freely of the indissoluble nature of the ties 
woven by love and love only. He had talked of that blessed 
mingling of souls which constituted a true marriage. What 
part did jealousy play in this scheme of social reform, he 
asked himself. If soul had mingled with soul, so that they 
were not two souls, but one, how could jealousy find a 
crevice in which to lodge? 

**My God!'* he cried inwardly. **Is it possible that I 
have been deceiving myself all along? Is it possible that I 
have deceived her all along? • Is it possible that I have 
brought her into my house under a pretense — the pretense that 
I felt the truth of her theories regarding love and marriage?** 



ON SHORT SIGHT AND OTHER INFIRMITIES. 259 

^is thoughts smote him as if his soul had been a play- 
thing that may be buffeted for the pure enjoyment of the 
^^Hg; and all the time there was that dull, monotonous, 
P^^wing pain that forced him to keep his eyes fixed upon 
that natural dome of leafage beneath which Bertha and her 
cotnpanion were concealed. 

**And so, my dear Julian, as I told you, the seventh 

g^Uzly was persuaded by the application of my third bullet to 

^^^ down quietly at the foot of the cation ; and then I found 

w^en I came to skin the brute — 1*11 show you the skin the 

fcst time you drop round — I found, I say, that there was 

0% one bullet wound in the whole skin. The fact was 

that I had taken such good aim for the one vulnerable part 

the second bullet had simply come upon the first, pushing it 

in an inch or two, and the third upon the second; and so my 

forty-second grizzly ** 

"What, you here, Mr. Charlton?** cried Marian Travers, 
who was passing behind where Julian and his bear-slaying 
friend were standing. **Ihope you will put in a good word 
for Cyril with Sir Ecroyd. Cyril thinks he should like to 
become Administrator of the Calipash territory, and Sir 
Ecroyd has only to say the word and the matter is 
settled." 

"And who, may I ask, is Sir Ecroyd?" said Julian. 

* 'What ! * ' cried Miss Travers, * *did you not see Sir Ecroyd 
Fairleigh — the Minister of the AnnexaMon r3epartment? 
Why, everyone is talking of Mrs. Charlton's conquest." 

"Is it Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh who is talking to my wife?** 
asked Julian. 

"To be sure it is," said Marian. "Everyone was under 
the impression that Sir Ecroyd was a confirmed woman-hater, 
and that he was devoted to his duties to the exclusion of 
everything sentimental. You can imagine our astonishment 
when he asked Lord Ashen thorpe to present him to Mrs. 
Charlton. He is a guest at Ashmead for th^ WVv\X"Snxxv\.\^^ 
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recess. Where is he now— »I should say, where are they 
now?" 

"I really cannot say,'* said Julian. **I have been so 
deeply engrossed in the stories my friend Mr. Claxton has 
been telling me about how he shot — shot tigers in Kashmir 
— or was it hyenas in South Africa? — I had neither eyes nor 
ears for the incidents of this nether world." 

'*0h, come," said the sporting friend, deprecating such 
flattery; **it really was only a singular incident regarding one 
of my bear hunts in the Rockies that I was telling him. Miss 
Travers — quite a trifle compared to what I could tell. If 
you have a minute to spare, perhaps " 

'*Ah, I never have a minute to spare, Mr. Claxton," said 
Marian. "I prefer taking my fiction through the medium 
of a magazine or a scientific lecture. Pray do not forget to 
say the good word for poor Cyril, Mr. Charlton. They tell 
me that all the best government appointments are made in this 
way. To think that the Annexation Department should be 
the last to succumb! Sir Ecroyd is human, after all!" 

With the pleasantest little laugh, she continued her stroM. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

ON THE HABITS OF AQUATIC FOWL. 

**OHE is too clever a girl for my fancy, Julian,** remarked 
O the bear-slayer — to be more exact, the narrator of stories 
regarding the slaying of bears — when Miss Travers had 
passed. **I don't think it is good style for girls to be clever. 
They say she engaged herself to that fellow Southcote. I 
wish them luck of one another. Now, what's the matter with 
a stroll to the whiskey shanty, where I'll make you a genuine 
Hallelujah gin blizzard? I learned the secret in a poker 
saloon pretty far West — of which more anon." 

No," said Julian; **I want nothing in that line." 
'In what line?" 



If 
II- 

"In that line —whatever it is." 
**You are a trifle distracted, Julian." 



II 



«r 

«i 

««- 



'And you are the distracter, Jimmy." 
'You are not yourself, Julian — that's what the matter 
'^ithyou." 

**And you are quite yourself, Jimmy — that's what's the 
'^iatter with you." 

'You are unhappy." 
'And you are unhealthy." 

'Hallo, Charlton, I have been looking everywhere for 
I^^^Ti," said Lord Ashenthorpe, hurrying up at that moment, 
^^here is Fairleigh?" 

**I must ask that notice be given of that question," said 
•fvilian. 

'Very good — very good, indeed," said the under secre- 
•^. '*You have caught the trick of it, and, after all, that's 
^^If the battle in politics. ' ' 

36z 
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"What— tricks?" 

"No; the official style, I mean. You must entex" tk 
House." 

"Which?" 

"My dear Charlton, there is only one House. To ^ 
sure, there is a place above to which we must all go soWQ 
day/* and Lord Ashenthorpe sighed. 

* 'When we die? Theology doesn't say that it is absoIute/7 
necessary to go above." 

"When our fathers die," said Lord Ashenthorpe, "But, 
thank Heaven, the marquis is as hale as ever. -I will not be 
forced into the Upper Chamber just yet awhile." 

**How easily one maybe misled," said Charlton; "I really 
fancied that you were alluding to Paradise." 

"Ah, because there is no knight there — not even a baronet 
— nothing under a baron," said Mr. Claxton, with a laugh 
that would be useful for blasting operations among the Rocky 
Mountains. 

"The House of Lords is in some people's mind a fore- 
taste of Paradise, * ' said Lord Ashenthorpe. 

"Just as the House of Commons is a foretaste of " 

"Come, now, Charlton, no theology at a garden party," 
said the under secretary. "Have you seen Sir Ecroyd?" 

' *I believe that Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh is with my wife under 
that tree,'* said Julian. 

"What, you are not acquainted with him? Oh, come 
along, he will be delighted — so will you. A capital fellow! 
The very man for the Annexation Department!" 

"Indeed ! the very man for the Annexation Department," 
repeated Julian. 

"He asked me to present him to your wife. That is why 
I am going to present you." 

"That is hardly a sufficient reason. Lord Ashenthorpe," 
said Julian, suffering himself to be led toward the ash — the 
weeping ash. 
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•Vhy, your travels have made you cynical, Charlton," 
^^^ X.ord Ashenthorpe. 

'V»ey parted the graceful boughs and got beneath the 
°^|»e of leaves. 

Hallo! what's this?" cried the under secretary. 
^"hey were standing alone nnder the shade of the ash. 
**« seat around the trunk bore neither Bertha nor Sir 

^Ctoyd. 

I "The portfolio o^ the Annejiation Department is no 
'honorary one," remarked Julian. 

"Vou said that Fairleigh was here with your wife. Perhaps 
U was another ash — there are plenty of ashes at Ashmead." 
"Anddust," said Julian. "Yes, I saw ihem on theirway 
We." 

"They have gone elsewhere since then — so much is cer- 
tain," said the host. "Let us try some of the summer- 
houses." 

Charlton allowed himself to be led away by Lord Ashen- 
thorpe in the direction of a siimmcrhouse, almost wholly 
concealed among the thick laurels of one of the mounds arti- 
ficially introduced by the landscape gardener who had 
planned Ashmead. 

A young couple were sitting within the suramerhouse, 
doing their best not to look guilty. Charlton wondered if the 
parliamentary experience of the Minister of the Annexation 
Department would stand him in good stead were he to try 
and look comparatively innocent. 

"These summerhouses, Charlton, "said Lord Ashenthorpe, 
hurrying away, "have brought about more matches than the 
most designing of matrons. My wife said it would be an 
insult to your host to avoid making love in nooks such as 
these. Now where can those young things be?" 

They were not in any of the summerhouse.s — the search 
for them in these nooks caused much incidental swearing 
lag tlie temporary settlers. 
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Not for some time were they discovered. 

They were standing close together by the brink of at. J^^^c 
of ornamental water. The Minister of the Annexatio.r» ^t- 
partment had his hands full — it was publicly said th 3^ ^ Ae 
usually had his hands full: But now they were full of bro^e/? 
pieces of cake and other delicacies, and out of this store 
Bertha was feeding the water-fowl. 

'*What an idyl!'* said Lord Ashenthorpe. **Upon ni/ 
word, that picture should be enough to drive politics afld 
ambition and — and a desire to be of service to one's country 
by keeping the opposition as long as possible on the oppo- 
sition benches, out of one's head. What can the town give 
one that could compare with this? What does Horace say 
— ah, nevermind." 

**If Horace says 'never mind* he gives some excellent 
advice, " said Sir Ecroyd, selecting a large and luscious piece 
of plum cake from his samples, and handing it to Bertha. 
**One sympathizes with the ducks," he continued. "Btitl 
suppose they can digest everything — even a plum cake like 
a thirty-lwo pound shot." 

"Fairleigh, let me present to you Mr. Charlton," said 
Lord Ashenthorpe. 

The Minister of the Annexation Department lifted his hat; 
Charlton did the same with his. Each man critically 
regarded the other for some seconds — exactly as if they 
had been rivals. Neither gave the least sign. They had 
lived in the world too long. 

"Sir Ecroyd and I have done all the exploring of Ash- 
mead," said Bertha, when she had thrown a sponge cake into 
the parted shells of a duck's beak. "We went under all the 
ash trees and into all the summerhouses — what charming 
places — they look so innocent — so country-like! — then we 
climbed one of the mounds, and, like — like stout Cortez upon 
that peak in Darien, stared at the pacific pond. Sir Ecroyd 
kindly got some cake for the ducks, and I have fed them." 



That brings us well up to dale," said Lord Ashen- 
' t- ^*T^' "You ^re to be thanked for having civilised Sir 
^royd, Mrs. Charlton To be civilized is to unbend occa- 
''^tlally. I never knew him unbend before to-day. Will 
'■^U not complete your conversion of him by coining to dine 
**thiis(rrt famitle some night before next Thursday — the 
r **ouse, alas! resumesuest Thursday?" 

f Bertha looked at Julian, waiting for htm to reply, 
(He made no sign. 
-''I don't think that we have any engagements," said 
.t length. "Have you any plans for the week, Julian?" 
"I cannot say at a moment's notice," he replied. "I 

e may have to run up to town for some days." 
*'My wife will write to-morrow," said Lord Ashenthorpe. 
i would be a great pleasure to us all if you could come: 
Srleigh must be civilized." 

' said Sir Ecroyd. "I feel that it has become one 
of the necessities of life with me since I first tasted its sweet- 
ness half an hour ago. You wiJl not be a party to my lapse, 
Mrs. Charlton. Do you know what it means to 'go 
Fan tee' ?" 

"I never heard the expression," said Bertha. 
"The natives on the west coast of Africa become Chris- 
tiana occasionally, when they have no other means of subsist- 
ence. They wear clothes — sometimes even coats. But 
the lime comes when the old Adam is too strong for them, 
and they throw off everything wearable, and become wilder 
barbarians than they were originally. Will you see me 'go, 
Fantee' before your eyes?" 

"Certainly not," said Bertha. "I should ran away." 
"Then you would live with the consciousness that some- 
where in the cold world a 'gone Fanlee' man is wandering, 
whose fate you might have averted." 

"All these speak like angels trumpet-tongued in favor of 
mr dinrng with us," said Lord Ashenthorpe. 
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jBy ihis lime Sir Ecroyd had brushed the sponge cake 
KUHibs, together with an adhesive raisin or two and a streak 
M citron, from ihe front of liis coat, and was strolling up 
Be gravel path by the side of Bertlia, Julian and their host 
BUowing. 

I The band was braying away under the trees, the groups 
5h the lawns were beginning to have a disorderly appear- 
fcce, though the tennis players were as brisk as they had 
teen in the early part of the afternoon. Some of the vehicles 
ud already driven aivay, leaving Lady Ashenthorpe speed- 
|lg the parting guest with smiles of a type fundamentally dif- 
fering from those which had illumined her face in welcoming 
|er friends — to be more exact, the persons who would be 
ilcely to add to the stability of her husband's seat in Farlia- 
i£nt. 

► When Lord Ashenthorpe, Sir Ecroyd, Mr. Charlton, and 
Bertha formed a group on the borders of the lawn, the eyes 
H all the other groups were turned upon them, just as one 
nay see in a picture of Mr. Sidney Cooper's all the cattle 
a a field turning to gaze upon a new arrival — just as oue 
Kay see all the children in a family whose parents have run 
B seed turning stony gazes upon a human visitant to the 
Bom where they are playing trains with upturned sotas. 
I A member of the cabinet, even though he was not a n;iem- 
\sx of one of the county families of Brackenshire, was still a 
gersonage in the estimation of the guests at Ashmead, and 
fer that Personage, accompanied by Lord Ashenthorpe, to 
fe, seen by the side of a person who was referred to as That 
jfeman, was astounding. At this time the short-sighted 
wlies gazed without feeling the need for the lenses supplied 
Dp the optician. There is no necessity to employ spectacles 
tith a handle in order to look at a cabinet minister. 
f l.ady Rushton's group was the only one on the lawn that 
Kted with courage and resolution. She huddled her plain 
fcughlers together, and drove them before her to where 
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theiT' hostess was waiting — anxiously waiting, it must be 

confessed — to say good-by to her friends. Lady Rushton 

helci her head at such an elevation as enabled her to see more 

0^ tile surrounding foliage of the trees than of the groups on 

the lawn. 

**I think,'* said Charlton, **that is our machine coming 
^P the drive. My dear. Lady Ashenthorpe is waiting on the 
terrace steps." 

"You have a drive of six miles to the Court, have you 
not, Charlton?" said Lord Ashenthorpe. 

"Quite six miles. I am not so sure about the rain keep- 
ing off for another hour," said Charlton. 

"The only wonder is that it has not been raining all the 
afternoon," said the host. "Well, we will not say good- 
by, only au revoir,** 

"That would please me very much more," said Bertha. 
"I have not spent a pleasanter afternoon since I came to 
England." 

"Your missionary efforts bring their own reward, Mrs. 
Charlton," said Sir Ecroyd. "But pray remember what I 
said about the perils of my lapsing into the Fantee once 
more? I have no confidence in myself." 

"I shall use every effort to avert such a disaster^" cried 
Bertha. 

"My wife will call upon you, if you do not carry out your 
threat of going to town," said Lord Ashenthorpe. 

"It will be very good of Lady Ashenthorpe," said 
Charlton. 

To return en amateur the professional smiles of their 
hostess occupied only a few minutes. Then Bertha and 
Julian were driving rapidly down the avenue. 

"She is distinctly the most beautiful creature I have ever 
seen," said Sir Ecroyd. *'If I had met her twenty years 
ago, I would have asked her to be my wife." 

Lord Ashenthorpe laughed sagely. 
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^^^■1 "My dear Fairleigh, you would have done nothing 
^^^K)Tt," said he. 

^^^^B ''I assure you I would. Great Heavens, man, don' 
^^^Bancy that I know my own tnind?" 
^^H^ "Yes, I fancy you do know your own mind. 'Mind' — 
^^^Kres, it has come to that. You say 'mind' now, but twenty 
^^^ years ago you would have said "heart. ' Mark the difference. 
You say you know your own mind regarding that bright 
^^ young thing. So you do. She appeals to your mind. Bui 
^^^pirhat appeals to the mind of a cabinet minister of forty- 
^^^Hiree is not what appeals to the heart of a stripling of twepty- 
^^^Biree. So much is certain. Therefore I say that you would 
^^^^Bot ha\'e wanted to make her your wife twenty years ago. 
^^^Vwenty years ago your heart was incapable of appreciating 
^^^Hrhat your mind appreciates now. You would not have 
^^^Bpprecialed that young woman when you were twenty- 
^^^Hiree years of age." 

^^^H "When 1 said 'mind' just now," remarked Sir Ecroyd, 
^^^^FI was merely paying s. just tribute to modern scientific 
^^^^Ksearch. Love has been proved to be the result of cerebra- 
^^^^Bon — perhaps unconscious cerebration^— perhaps automatic 
^^^Herebration. The affecting of the heart is the natural 
^^^Bequence of the phenomena of the brain in such cases — the 
^^Bheart is by no means the seat of the origin of that incident 
^^H^own as love. If anyone were to talk about the heart of a 
^^^Epftbinet minister nowadays, those who heard the phrase 
^^^Erould put their tongues in their cheeks. It would make a 
^^^Kapital cry for the opposition. 'What about that heart?" 
^^^Bre should hear on all sides when that minister rose to advo- 
^^^DKte a coercive measure. That is why I made use of the 
^^^ferord 'mind.' " 

^^^B "But I tell you the mind has nothing to do with the 
^^Batter." 

^^^B "That is because you are an under secretary, Asheiw 
^^^Hiorpe. There is nothing absurd about the idea of an 
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under secretary with a heart. Lady Ashenthorpe is com- 
ing toward us." 

"Here is Ecroyd Fairleigh, Grace," said Lord Ashen- 
thorpe; "and he has been feeding the ducks and the drakes 
m the pond all the afternoon by the side of Mrs. Charlton.** 

"That was very pretty on the part of Sir Ecroyd,** said 
I^ady Ashenthorpe. 

"And on the part of Mrs. Charlton,** said the minister. 

*'No doubt; but you cannot guess what I have been hear- 
^^g regarding that charming young person. She is not 
married to Mr. Charlton.*' 

"Whatl" cried Lord Ashenthorpe. 

"She is no more married to him than I am. She holds 
certain terribly advanced theories regarding marriage, and 
all that sort of thing, and she and Mr. Charlton made it up 
between them on the steamer that brought them from the 
Cape that they would not go through any ceremony of mar- 
riage. How amusing, is it not?*' 

"Amusing? Good God! Grace, I have just insisted on 
their coming to dine with us some night next week.** 

Lady Ashenthorpe* s smile vanished. 

Lord Ashenthorpe looked imploringly toward Sir Ecroyd. 

Sir Ecroyd* s face was as impassive as it always was when 
the opposition were clamoring for a complete explanation 
regarding the treatment of the aborigines in some newly 
annexed territory. 

"By Heavens,** thought Lord Ashenthorpe, "that man is 
thinking that he has a chance of marrying that bright young 
thing yet.** 

And so he was. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 
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/■HILE this little scene was taking place on the terraw 

steps at Aslimead, Julian was sitting in chilling silence 

Iby the side of Bertha in the mail phaeton, listening to her 

■account of how amusing Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh had been. 

The idea of his being a cabinet minister was quite absurd, 

^he declared. There was no guile in him. (She did not 

n to perceive the defective logic of her deduction). 
(bad much more of a boy's nature in him than Charlie Bar- 

the midshipman, seemed to have possessed, 
Ideclared ; and yet he appeared to know everything — i 
Jwhere General Bouiauger got the money, and what the lasB 
■speech of the leader of the opposition meant. He had 
■invented a new game, she said — not the leader of the oppo- 

■ sition, who sticks to the old — but Sir Ecroyd. Vou get a 

■ hat, and, standing at a distance of four yards, you try la 

■ throw shillings into it. The coins that fail to effect a lodg- 
Iment are left lying outside until they are gathered up by the 

player whose shilling gets into the hat. Sir Ecroyd said 
Kthat he invented the game while waiting for the Prime 

■ Minister and the Home Secretary at a cabinet council at 
|X)owning Street. All the members played at It except th( 
■.Secretary for Scotland, who was a Presbyterian ; and whei 
I the two absent ministers arrived and had the game explained 

■ to them, they became so interested in it, they took off thftu 
coats and joined in. They continued playing till six o'clock 
when the council adjourned ; and the newspapers, who wen 
supposed to know all about cabinet councils, wrote leadiD] 

■ articles explaining that a more successful council bad i 
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, taken place during the session, and assuring their readers 
» that it was tnainly devoted to a financial question, not wholly 
]• Uncoiniected with the buying out of the Irish landlords. Sir 
Ecroyd liad declared io her. Bertha said, that it was cer- 
1 Mainly the most successful council he had ever attended, for 
I "t had made eleven shillings in the course of the afternoon, 
fleshould have made very much more, only that the Scotch 
Jretary, who had eventually become interested in the 
pe, joined in at a time when nine shillings remained out- 
R the hai — in the pool, so to speak. He said he had not 
lling about him, but if they would let him throw a six- 
i instead he would join in. The Chancellor of the 
fcheqiier naturally held out for the shilling, but all the 
Kra agreed to let the sixpence be thrown. The first throw 
f lucky, and the Scotch minister picked up the nine 
Kings and his own sixpence, and said it was time to go 
be, otherwise the people might think that there were seri- 
pdlssensions in the cabinet. 
1 asked him if cabinet councils were always like that," 
tinued Benha ; " and he said that that one was quite an 
"•^epiion. The fact was that some of the ministers were 
"^ 9nd not particularly brisk on their legs. The younger 
"^Ic it their duty to give way in all matters to them, and 
"y introduce something in which they can all join on a 
""iinon footing. On the whole. Sir Ecroyd said he thought 
'"*l the safest thing for a cabinet council was a pen dart 
^^•^le. They gel a sheet of thick paper and draw on it an 
""tline of the leader of the opposition. They put it on a 
"''^Iting pad, and lean it up against a dispatch box, and then 
"'■Qw quill pens at it, which always fly point foremost, 
^•^Cy lay down a shilling for every shot, and whoever suc- 
'^^ids in hitting hira on the mouth gets the pool. They call 
™^ game Shutting up the Opposition. It is extremely 
P]^l>«lar, I never was so much amused in all my life," con- 
^'^tiecl Bertha. "Sir Ecroyd told it all with such solemnity, 
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and entreating me every now and again not to let anyot^^ 
know that he had told me." 

She laughed, but Julian did not laugh. He drove stead^^^ 
on, his face remaining as solemn as Sir Ecroyd's could p^^' 
sibly have been while communicating the secrets of t^^ 
cabinet councils to Bertha. 

She felt repressed and chilled by his solemnity. It W^^ 
out of place, she thought. It appeared to her that sont^^' 
thing had occurred to put him out during the day. ^^* 
wondered what it could be. Surely he was not fooli^ 
enough to think that she was annoyed at the insolent w^ 
in which the county ladies with the handled spectacles h^ 
stared at her ! 

He scarcely exchanged a word with her while they w^^ 
driving to the Court, and at dinner also he was silent. 

Well, if he meant to be serious, she would be sympatheti' 
with his mood, she thought ; so she began to talk to him oi 
a subject to which she had been giving serious considera- 
tion during some days. 

" I want to have your opinion regarding Eric Vicars," she 
said, when they were in the drawing room after dinner. 
The topic being a serious one was, she believed, very hap- 
pily chosen by her. 

He lifted his head up suddenly, and looked at hersteadily. 
She had never seen such an expression on his face before: ; 
It was a searching look — a look of suspicion — of distrust, it : 
seemed to her. 

" Why should you look at me in that way ?" she asked, 
laying her hand on the back of one of his. 

" What is my opinion worth to you, when you are 
thinking of that man?" said he. "You know it is worth 
nothing." 

** That is distinctly unkind on your part, Julian," said she. 
" It is almost cruel of you to talk to me like that. I know 
you have shown yourself once before to be sensitive on the 
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^esiion of my money ; and I know ihat you are so from a 

feeling of honor. Yon do not wish aijyone to do you ihe 

injustice of thinking of you as a fortune hunter, But " 

"Do not let us talk any more on the subject." saiil he. 
" We are fast approaching that stage of bickering which is 
""Siially supposed to be the chronic slate of those who com- 
niencewilh great connubial bliss, as it is called." 

" There is no reason to change the topic," she replied 

gently. ■■ Do not fancy, for a moment, my dearest, that I 

'"^ short in appreciating the delicacy — the sense of honor 

"'^'ch causes you to wish to avoid the implication of a 

Partnership in my money. But I do not think that you 

^t'Ould allow your sense of honor fo prevent your giving me 

■**ttie advice. I believe that my father meant to do some- 

^l^ingmore for Eric than he did, and I have been rather 

•"^easy in consequence. My aunt takes the same view of 

v»e matter as I do — she told me so when she was here, and 

' you ivere in the smoking room. Now, do you not think 

*^at, as there are so many large farms vacant in England, I 

^ight buy one and set Eric up in it, giving him a chance of 

being the pioneer of my plan for recruiting agricultural 

England from the colonies ?" 

"For God's sake," said he, rising and making a depre- 
catory motion with his hands — "for God's sake, let us 
hear nothing more about systems and plans and principles. 
I think we have had enough of them. Do what you please 
with your money— it is all yours. 1 never want to see a 
penny of it. Throw it away upon your old friend Eric, or 
Upon your new friend Sir Ecroyd, if you wish ; all I beg of 
you is not to try to make me a party to any more 
schemes." 

He was standing with his back to the fireplace, and she 
was sealed on a gilt couch at his left — the very sofa where, 
only a few weeks before, he had fancied her sitting. He 
had spoken without any expression of anger in his voice, 
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only in a measured way, and with more than a trace ^^ 
bitterness. , 

There was a long pause in the room. 

Then she got up from her seat, and, without a word, lef *^ 
the drawing room. To reach the door she had to paS^ 
through the portilre drawn between t^ll pillars. Only at 
the moment of moving the curtain to one side did she lool^ 
toward him. He remained with his hands behind his back 
at the fireplace, making no sign. He heard the door open 
and close. 

Then he felt alone. 

It was the first cloud. 

It was a curious satisfaction that he felt — very curiotiS 
and extremely evanescent. 

Had he treated her badly? or had she treated hiJ^ 
badly ? 

Surely he was the ill-treated one. Why had she gon^ 
away with Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh ? Why had she thought i* 
well to leave the protecting shade of the weeping asli - 
Why had she allowed Sir Ecroyd to make up a portion c^* 
that extremely effective picture which had come before hi^ 
eyes and the eyes of Lord Ashenthorpe at the ornaments * 
water ? It was quite monstrous that she should get o 
such friendly terms with him as allowed her to employ hi 
in a way that involved the becrumbing of his waistcoat^ -^ 
If he had been her most intimate friend, she could not hav^^ 
treated him in a more confidential way. The exact con- — 
nection between crumbs and confidences Julian might hav^^ 
had some difficulty in defining, but he perceived that^ 
such a subtle connection existed the moment he saw th^ 
crumbs on the waistcoat of the Minister of the Annexation 
Department. 

Why had she then kept talking about him all the time 
they were driving home, if she was not fascinated by him, 
as the minister clearly was by her ? 
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That was a question which could only be answered in 
one Way ; and it was because he felt that he could answer 
; It Without hesitation, he came to the conclusion that he did 
^cll to be angry. 

^utthen he reflected — as he had done more than once 
lately — that if she had been fascinated by the Minister of 
Annexation, there was no reason in the world why she 
: should not go to him, and, if she wished, and the minister 
wished, marry him. If she were once married to Sir 
ficroyd she would never be able to return to the Court. 

*^here was she at the very moment he was thinking 
^^Onther? Perhaps she was putting on her hat in order 
^° ^et out for Ashmead to throw herself into the arms of 
^°^ minister. 

-^^f that was her intention there was no power that he 
^^^Id bring to his aid to prevent her from realizing it. 
^»i^ was bound to him by no tie — that was what he now 
^*t:^ as he had often done before. 

^^hy had he not remembered this before speaking to her 
^^^h words as had so deeply offended her ? 

'Xhen the tliought occurred to him that it was only when 
^^^ had talked about Eric Vicars that he had become exas- 
perated. He hated Vicars as he had never before hated 
^^y man. He had hated him from the moment he had 
appeared on the dock side. 

Was it possible that he was jealous both of the cabinet 
Minister and the ex-overseer? 
The notion was ridiculous. 

Of this fact he was well aware, but, unfortunately, the 
Consciousness that a certain notion is ridiculous is by no 
means incompatible with the possession of this notion by a 
man. 

Jealousy is madness — this he knew. But there is another 
passion that " doth work like madness in the brain.'* 
This is " to be wroth with one we love." Then indeed he 
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IS doubly mad. He vas insanely jealous of two met), aAd. 
he was wroth with the woman whom lie loved as he had 
never loved any human being. He had been wrotb wilb 
[; her, and now she had left him. He was standing alone in 
%t great room, staring at the space in the heavy pvrtiire 
through which she bad passed. The broken line of the 
rapery seemed to him to retain something of the figure 
had passed through the space into the dimness 
^yond. Would he ever see that figure again? It was 
exquisite, but it had passed from him forever. 

He turned away from the fireplace and threw himself 
down on the sofa where she had rested. 

He began to wonder how it was that he had never had a 
suspicion of jealousy of her so long as they had been to- 
gether aboard the steamer ! He had daily seen her sitting 
beside, and talking with, men who were certainly as fascinat- 
Ving as the cattle driver, and much more fascinating than the 
■Cabinet minister. (To that distorted vision of the jealous 
Vman the figure of Eric Vicars was actually more imposing 
■ than the figure of Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh.) How was it that 
the had then felt absolutely secure of her love, whereas now 
Kl)e could not see her beside a man without being in agony ? 
B The problem was too much for him, 
B He buried his face in his hands, overcome with that 
^read feeling of loneliness which was the result of all his 
thoughts. He was alone. All his thoughts led him into 
the overwhelming darkness of that sensation. 

Was it a fiincy due to his mood, that a hand was resting 
koti his shoulder? With his face still bent down to one 
Uand, he put the other up to his shoulder. It touched a 
ndft hand wearing a ring. 

ft "Julian, dear Julian, I am so sorry. I should have 
■remembered that you do not wish that man's name men- 
rUoncd. I will not do so again. Forgive mc, dearest, and 
let this little cloud float away forever." 
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"Forgive you, Bertha? Oh, my love, my love, it is I 
Who need your forgiveness. How could I ever say such 
Cruel words to you ? How could I ever lead you to believe 
that I doubted you? Do not think it, dearest. Do not 
believe that I could ever doubt you." 

She moved away at the words with a little shudder, and 
repeated them as if she had not caught their import. 

" You to doubt me— you to doubt me ? ** 

" Never, Bertha — never ! " he cried. " 1 do not doubt 
your truth now, my beloved ! " 

" Not now — now ? " she repeated. 

" Never — never until the end of time ! " he said, catch- 
ing her hand. " Say that the cloud is past. Bertha — say 
that it is past ! " 

** Yes, it is past," she said gently, almost sadly. 

He clasped her hand and kissed her. 

She responded neither to the clasp nor the kiss. 

Was it possible that her words "/V ispas^ " did not refer 
to the cloud ? 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

ON THE LOCUST AS A COMESTIBLE. 

THERE is scarcely anything more humiliating lo persons 
of intelligence — that is, lo ourselves — than to be made 
subject of hostile prophecy by men whom we believe to 
! old fools. It was, possibly, this fact that caused the 
Esath rate among tlie Hebrew prophets to reach sucb 
C high percentage. One could hardly imagine a greater 
burce of irritation than a prophet turning up every now 
pd again, just when things were becoming pleasant — when 
nightingales were singing around the summer palaces 
^d the eleven hundredth wife was turning out a success — 
^d prophesying unpleasant things in the presence of a 
jionarch who preferred the scents of the harem to those of 
wilderness. The music of the sackbut, the psaltery, 
the dulcimer, accompanying the songs of the singing 
trls, arranged for a chorus of female voices by that distiw 
Siishcd composer the chief musician upon Jonath-Elem- 
}echokim, was certainly preferable to the fervid and 
Bsturbing recitatives of those fierce, unkempt men detest- 
uly zealous, who came straight from their meals of locusts, 
le other abomination of the desert, and droned out 
be effects of their dyspepsia in the presence of the king. 
3ie rigid adherence to the locust as an article of diet. 
Koduced several prophets of the highest order of dys- 
eptics. 

I The worst of the matter was that they were so frequently 
Ight, though tew of them were sufficiently nimble in avoid- 
pg javelins to be in a position to live lo see their predictions 
realized It speaks volumes in favor of the assumption lliat 
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Nebuchadnezzar was a good-natured man, that -he did not 
order the immediate slaughter of the person who prophesied 
that he should become the most distinguished vegetarian 
tha.t the world has ever known. 

Julian Charlton felt greatly irritated when he reflected 
^fia.t the prediction of Mr. Matthew Hardy had been in 
^^itie measure realized, so far as he was concerned. 

The founder of the carnisolists had predicted that Charl- 
ton would be a man to be pitied when he should see Bertha 
^y the side of a fascinating man, and feel that she was bound 
^o him, Julian Charlton, by no tie. 

Charlton felt himself to be a man of intelligence, and he 
believed Mr. Hardy to be an old fool ; consequently he was 
greatly irritated to be obliged to confess that the prophet 
Hardy had predicted truly. 

It should be his own task, Charlton resolved, to prevent 
the possibility of Mr. Hardy*s implied prophecy becoming 
a rule of his life. What a frightful thing it would be if it 
were to be realized every time he might see Bertha by the 
side of a fascinating man, he thought. To be sure, fasci- 
nating men had not been very numerous, so far as Bertha 
was concerned, otherwise she would have yielded to one of 
them years before he, Julian, had met her. 

Here a thought laid a cold finger upon him, so to speak. 
Bertha had known Eric Vicars years before she had 
mounted that stairway made up the rocks of St. Helena. 
Julian knew that there is nothing more fatal than an early 
attachment, especially when one of the attached persons 
remains faithful to the early contract. Such monuments of 
fidelity are very irritating. The man who remains faithful 
to the woman he has loved in childhood is neither pictur- 
esque nor useful. 

Charlton had an idea that the majority of women rather 
like to have near them the men who remain faithful to 
them from childhood. A soldier likes to wear his medals 
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— they represent certain victories of the past ; and the 
faithful men will bear to be regarded as evidences of early 
triumphs. 

He wondered if Bertha was inclined to regard Eric 
Vicars in this light. 

Whether or not she was so inclined, it was certain that 
this man Vicars meant that it should be generally under- 
stood that he was a monument of fidelity, and that Bertha 
had behaved badly to him. 

The question that then remained was, did Bertha feel 
that she had behaved badly to him ? 

If she did not, why should she betray so, great an anxiety 
to do something for him ? Why should she — a refined^ 
intellectual woman — desire to do anything for a coramo 
loafer, such as Vicars undoubtedly was ? Why should she?==^ 
desire to see him established in a farm in the neighborhood 
of the Court ? 

These inquiries which he put to himself were very dis- 
quieting. He felt that if he were married to Bertha they 
would not cause him a moment's uneasiness ; but however 
she might regard the bond existing between herself and 
her husband — as she called him — he felt that it was a very 
different tie from the marriage bond. 

It was appalling to reflect that, only a few weeks before, 
he had been talking about the beauty of a spiritual 
marriage — a union that was dependent upon no earthly 
bond, but upon that mystic blending of two souls in one. 
Bertha had convinced him of the reality of the spiritual 
marriage, though he remembered how he had held out 
bravely for the legal ceremony. Why had he not remained 
steadfast in this matter ? He recollected how he had seen 
Eric Vicars holding Bertha's two hands in his own. That 
had caused his resolution to assume another shape. It had 
caused him to feel that he would be worse than a fool if he 
were to leave her in the power of such a man as was hold- 
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Hifilief hands in his own, with a detestable air of propri- 
etorsMp. Yes, it was Eric Vicars who had caused him to 
yield lo Bertha. He could not forget that, and he hated 
tf'e tniiii the more on this account. 

Tlie first cloud had passed away, but it had left some 
'ffecis behind it. The seeds of suspicion and distrust had 
''t>lai[ied some moisture from it, and there was every prom- 
'*ft of a plentiful crop in the course of time. Bertha was 
"*** exactly the same, he could perceive. She was making 
not>]e efforts to be exactly the same, but she was not quite 
'"cceeding. The fact that she found it necessary to make 
such efforts proved to him that she was conscious that a 
cliange had taken place in her feelings, so far as he was 
concerned. 

Could it be possible that she, too, was feeling that the 
"riion of souls did not contain the elements of stability? 
"e did not venture to ask her. 

During the next few days, several visitors appeared at 
'■^e Court Curiously enough, they were all men. Several 
•^^ them Charlton had known before he had set out on his 
''"avels. Some of them had been presented to Bertha on 
^«e lawn at Ashraead, previous to the arrival of Sir Ecroyd 
'■^ eclipse all lesser lights. They were for the most part 
pleasant fellows, with a nice appreciation of " form." They 
I tliJ not look at it from a standpoint of art, but from the 
standpoint of a public school. They hoped Mrs. Charlton 
Would enjoy the hunting when October came. They 
thought that they could show her some fun. Few districts 
were so conscientiously hunted as the Brackenthorpe neigh- 
borhood. Things were not done by halves here, they 
assured her. Eight years ago a farmer had been almost 
proved to have shot a fox, simply because it carried off 
some seventeen prize fowl of his, they told her. As the 
■^ed had almost been proved against him, he had been 
^^^fei to understand that the sooner he cleared off the 
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better it would be for himself. You see it had almost been 
proved against him, they assured Bertha, when she had 
suggested a possible injustice. 

" And what became of him ? " she inquired. 

** He died in the workhouse three years afterward," was 
the answer. "Oh,jes! make no mistake ; the fellows of 
the hunt are really conscientious men. They stand no 
damn nonsense." 

Bertha looked at the speaker who had given her the 
assurance. There was a light in her eyes that an ordinary 
man would have been able to interpret without much diffi- 
culty. The conscientious fox- hunter did not show him- 
self equal to the task of interpretation. He shook his 
head in a knowing way, and repeated his last assertion : 

"Yes, we stand no damn nonsense ; do we, Charlton?" 

Without waiting to hear whether Julian confirmed the 
statement, or suggested the possibility of its being founded 
upon a misapprehension. Bertha turned her back directly 
upon the man, and began to talk to another. 

The other was a humorist as well as a member of a 
county family ; the two are not invariably found in intimate 
association. He was also something of a sad young dog» 
he believed, and he hoped yet to convince some people that 
he really was one. 

Oh, no, he assured Bertha, he was not often so long away 
from town as he had been. It was a beastly shame, he 
admitted, to have to remain for another fortnight in a place 
where so little fun was to be had in the summer. For a 
fellow who had accustomed himself to town life, and who 
had also accustomed the people of the town to his presence 
every season, it was no joke to have to remain in the 
country for a whole month. In a low voice he expressed 
his curiosity, to know if Bertha had ever heard of the 
Jollity Theater. 

"1 have never heard of it. What is its specialty?" 
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The youth screwed up his eyes and his mouth into the 

'knowing smile of the young dog ; he glanced cautiously 

Ground and then bent his head as close to Bertha's as was 

Possible, before whispering with every suggestion of being 

^ ^ery naughty man : 

" Legs ! " and then he lay back in fits at his own light 

*^ Varaor. It was very airy, he felt ; and of course it was a 

*^it naughty — what humor is worth anything that is not 

bit naughty ? " They all like it, these young married 

*ies/* he was accustomed to explain to those dull people 

^^^^ho suggested that, now and again, he went a little too far 

"•■ ^n his humor. 

Bertha looked at the humorist for a few moments, and 
en quietly rose and left the room. 
"1 think I had better leave your friends with you,'* she 
id to Julian as she rose. 
There was a considerable silence in the room after her 
^c3eparture. The visitors glanced at one another, and then 
t Charlton. 
"It is wonderful," said Charlton, "how quickly things 
c:hange even in so slow a county as Brackenshire. Since I 
liave returned I have found myself actually old-fashioned." 
" Well, maybe you are a bit off, old man," said one of his 
"visitors ; " but, never mind ; we make all allowances for 
you. A couple of years* travel is bound to make the best 
of fellows a trifle cramped in his notions, you know." 

" I dare say," said Charlton. " But if it has become the 
right thing to swear in the presence of the lady whom you 
are visiting, and with whom you are talking, I am rather 
glad I took to traveling, and I am inclined to think that I 
shall take to it again." 

" A man may now and again make a slip like that, with- 
out any harm coming of it," said the fox-hunter. 

" That is quite true," said Charlton. " But it was always 
— •cf'om that a man making such a slip apologized for i 
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to the lady. Of course I know that you would, not do any- 
thing that was not strictly the right thing ; so I take it foi 
granted that it has become quite usual to swear in the course 
of conversation with a lady. That is why I say that I thin) 
it highly probable that I shall go abroad again." 

After another silence, someone suggested that it would b» ^e 
a pity not to shoot the well-known Court coverts in th ^t 
autumn. A few remarks regarding poachers were made, an» ^d 
gradually the visitors dispersed, leaving Julian to his ow ^^n 
reflections. 



CHAPTER XI. 

ON FRENCH PORCELAIN. 

HIS reflections were not of a very pleasing type. 
He knew that the men who had just left him had 
leard discussed in their own households the important ques- 
ion as to whether Bertha should be visited or left alone 
^ith the man whom she called her husband. He knew that, 
?hile the womenkind in each family had declared that 
lothing in the world would induce them to visit That 
V'oman,the menkind had considered that it would be some- 
^iing of the nature of a good lark to take a run across to the 
'Ourt, and have achat with the young thing who was living 
^ere. It would be nearly as good as taking a trip to France, 
hey thought. Charlton knew perfectly well that these 
^rackenshire young men had regarded the trip to the Court 
s being on a level of fastness with an excursion to Paris. 
*e knew that some of them at least, would boast of having 
^d " no end of a lark with that pretty young thing that 
iarlton had got hold of." To talk to such men about the 
'ystic beauty of spiritual marriage would be as ridiculous 

* to talk of the advantages of decency and repose to 
^ueral Booth, or of the fascinations of the Westminster 
^nfession to Colonel Ingersoll. 

He did not hear what it was that the humorist had said to 
*ive Bertha from the room ; but he had not failed to notice 
^ jaunty air of fastness that each of the visitors affected. 
•e was well aware that none of them would have ventured 

* talk about any particular line of conduct being ** damn 
^nsense " in the presence of the wife of any of their own 
ilations, unless the lady had been the first to swear — by no 

aSs 
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means an unlikely contingenc}', for Brackenshir 
many hunting ladies who could bring the blush of sharac « 
the faces of their own grooms — a feat in itself— with the 
strong language. 

Well, the fast young men had gone to their homes si 
what tardily ; and no doubt they would entenaiu Itid 
mothers and sisters with an account of how the woman vn 
was living at the Court had presumed to give herseKtfi 
airs of a prude. How the mothers and sisters would ho[ 
up their hands and raise their eyebrows at the notipDfl 
That Woman pretending to have something of the iHuS 
about her ! The mothers and the sisters, who will not vis 
a young woman whom they believe to belong to a naugb 
world, are always delighted to learn all that can be W^ 
them — sometimes even more — regarding the naughty peop 
and their naughty ways. 

Naughtiness may be read about, may be seen 06 tl 
stage, may be imiuted in dress, may be stared at throol 
spectacles with handles, but it must on no accouni % 
visited. 

Charlton made up his mind that he would take Qertbi^ 
London as soon as possible. He was tired of the couOl 
and the county people. In London they could have I 
much society as they wished — the society of men al 
women whose names were known in the world— who hi 
other aims in life beside killing foxes. He knew that 
London Bertha would be visited, and that cards in li« 
would arrive for her by every post, inviting her to diiroc 
to dances, to private concerts, to street Arab missioDS, 
woman's suffrage meetings, to hypnotizing iiaitctt, 
scientific (onvermsiom, to boating parties, to first nlgl 
at the plays, to Exeter Hall meetings, and to all t 
delightful functions of a London season. 

He knew that people in London are glad to re 
Strangers on their own merits; and in Bertlia's tasc 
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tWerc beauty, brightness, intelligence, freshness, andj 

:Welve tliousand pounds a year. 
He these reflections were coining to liim. Bertha] 
{the room, and glanced around. 
!OLld see that her eyes had a delicate border of pinkj 
ntiem. She had been weeping. 

f beloved!" said he, putting his arm about herJ 

tbhould you be cut up because a country jackanapes! 

jprs to impress you with the idea that he is a man J 

They are gone — those young asses — and I can J 

! you that you wilt not be troubled with 

uy should they talk in that way to me— ju&t as if tl 
Eman, and as if I had known them all my life ? " saidi 

inew quite well what was the only answer he could. 
9 her. But how could he tell her that it was because 
taken for granted that she was occupying the s 
Ifith a man who was not her husband ? Women wh(d 
Bare the women in whose presence men do not modJ 

, or their expressions. 
y dearest, they are country fools," said he. " They3 
glDore offensive than their mothers or their sisters." 

: are examples of your Brackenshire people,*] 
1 go back to one of my sheep-runs. Among the I 
ferds and the shearers and stock keepers I am cerJ 
^ be among gentlemen — men with good hearts 
^sense — very different from those silly, bragginj 

\, my love, we shall not go to the wilds of Australia-|^ 

I go to the wilds of London instead. There! 

e you that you shall have all the intellect of the towfl 

I feet." 

fDfiW that if her beauty failed to bring the intellect 
^tovn to her feet, the fact of her possessing abotu 
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twelve thousand pounds a year would do it, especially if 
she continued buying the products of intellect at the prices 
suggested by the producers. 

"I do not want the intellect at my feet," she said. "I 
only want to live without being subjected to the insults of 
such men as were here just now. Why, in driving in the. 
cattle to the stockyards, the men never swore when I was 
at hand." 

" And yet I believe that that is a work that is mainly 
accomplished by judicious vituperation," said Julian. 

" Do not laugh," said she, with a pained look. " I feel 
just now as if nothing is left for me but to return to 
Australia — to go home." 

" Bertha, my wife, this is your home," said he. "You 
must never think of any place but this as your home now. 
We shall stand side by side to the end." 

They had not yet been a month together, and he was 
talking about the end coming. This was the language of 
the garrison of a fortress that is being besieged. The men j 
talk bravely about standing side by side until the end comes, 
knowing that the end is not far ofif. 

Some moments passed before she spoke. 

" Yes," she cried bravely ; " we stand together, you and 
I — to the end — to the end ! " 

" To the end ! " he repeated, with her hand in his. 

She had spoken bravely — but he felt that he would rather 
she had spoken lovingly. Was she beginning to find out 
that the condition of marriage — leaving aside altogether 
the question of the marriage ceremony — was more or less 
of a compromise ? 

Before he had dropped her hand, the sound of wheels 
and hoofs was heard on the drive. 

" More visitors ! " said Bertha with a wearied look. 

He glanced out of the window. The vehicle had been 
pulled up at the porch. It was hidden by the projecting 
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wall ; but he could see the horses' heads, and the crest on 
the harness. 

" It is the Ashenthorpes' phaeton," said he. " Lady 
Ashenthorpe has kept the promise which her husband 
made ; she has come to pay you a visit." 

In a few seconds the footman announced Lord Ashen- 
thorpe and Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh. 

The two men entered, and the door was closed. 

Lady Ashenthorpe had not come. 

It only took Lord Ashenthorpe a few minutes to explain, 
in precisely the same tone he adopted when replying on 
behalf of the Treasury to a question put by a querulous 
opposition — a question demanding in a reply the exercise 
of tact, courage, and a conscientious abandonment of con- 
scientiousness — why Lady Ashenthorpe had not come. 

" My poor wife — a victim to hay fever," said Lord 
Ashenthorpe. ** It is really very melancholy, Charlton. 
We came down here for a few days' complete rest — for a 
whiff of the meadow across the footlights, so to speak — for, 
my dear Charlton, we are more or less play-actors." 

" We are indeed," acquiesced Charlton. 

** Politicians are not exempted," said Lord Ashenthorpe. 

" Oh, no, no, that is impossible," said Julian. " Pardon 
my interruption : you were at * whiff of the meadow.' " 

" Ah, of course. Yes, I say it is very hard. The whiff 
of the meadow that should do us all the good in the world 
knocks my wife up for days. She is very sorry that she 
found it impossible to accompany me to-day, but we agreed 
that it would be madness for her to make the attempt. 
And the dinner party — I was hoping that she might nerve 
herself for the little party that I had been promising my- 
self ; but it would be too melancholy— a dinner party 
without a hostess." 

" It would indeed," acquiesced Charlton. 

"But you said you would be in town 'for the remainder 
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of the season, did you not ? Then the dinner is not aban- 
doned, only postponed. • You will let me have your address-- 
we have dinners almost every Wednesday — that is my free 
night. Thank Heaven, we have still our Wednesdays an<^ 
Saturdays. You will only meet congenial souls — not ^ 
politician among them — only Fairleigh." 

** He is a member of the cabinet, consequently exempt ^^ 
from the list of politicians." 

" Of course — in that sense. You will find him congeni: ^^ 
so will your — ah — Mrs. Charlton. You see they have '*^' 
sumed their conversation which we interrupted at the po^n^- 
Did you see the paragraph that appeared in that iniquitc^^^s 
print Thistledown regarding the pond business ? It is reaa^ ^^7 
monstrous that a man cannot ask a few friends to his pl^^ce 
for an hour or two without finding afterward that some of 
them are making * copy * for these wretched prints tl^^^ 
spring up around us and die away after a month or two. "^ 

" I never heard of Thistledown*' said Julian. " What c:3id 
it say ? " 

" Some trash about the fondness of some members of -C^^^ 
government for wild fowl," replied Lord Ashenthor i^^- 
** After alluding to the fact that Fairleigh was feeding -t^^ 
ducks all the afternoon, it twisted the thing round so a^ ^^ 
suggest that the fondness for wild fowl may be carried ^C^^^ 
far by any government. Then it alluded to our East A :^"" 
can business as a wild-goose chase, and declared that ^:^^^ 
love for ornithology was so marked that we made du^^^^ 
and drakes of everything we attempted to do. It went ^" 
in that sickening style for half a page," added the un^^^ 
secretary. 

While Julian Charlton was listening to the indign^"^ 
remarks of Lord Ashenthorpe, he was casually watching S/r 
Ecroyd examining, by the side of Bertha, one of the famous 
Sevres vases for which, in the eyes of collectors, the Court 
was the shrine. 
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He saw how interested Bertha was as Sir Ecroyd made 
some critical remarks regarding Walieau and the limitations 
of his art — in what degree he was influenced by the artifi. 
cial taste around him, and in what measure he influenced 
the taste of the period of such art. Sir Ecroyd was well 
known to be an authority on Sevres porcelain. He was an 
authority on a considerable number of matters. Indeed, a 
certain scurrilous print — it was subsidized by the opposi- 
tion — had declared that, so varied was his information, if 
be knew a little about statesmanship, there would be no 
topic upon which he would remain completely uninformed. 

Bertha was greatly interested, Julian could see ; and he 
felt himself once more at the mercy of that demon which 
had exercised its power over him upon previous occasions 
— the demon that was accustomed to whisper into his ear 
those words : 

" She is not yours — she is bound to you by no tie — she 
may walk out of this house with that man, and you have no 
authority to prevent her." 

He contrived to lead Lord Ashenthorpe up the room, 
still exclaiming against the prying habits of such papers as 
Thislledown. Sir Ecroyd was standing with his back turned 
to the tower part of the room and his face turned to Bertha, 
and the words that Julian heard him say were these : 

"You will come. I am sure. It will be such a pleasure 
to me. Everyone knows my house in Piccadilly." 

"I shall be delighted, indeed," was Bertha's reply, and 
it seemed to Julian that it was spoken in a low lone. 

" Ah, you have been examining the Sevres," said Lord 
Ashenthorpe. " I told Fairleigh about the jars, Charlton. 
He was most anxious to see your Sevres. I told him that 
jrou had jars." 

" What family has not occasionally ? " said Charlton, with 
He flattered himself that no one could detect that 
s under the influence of that sneering demon. 
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" Sir Ecroyd has been good enough to offer to show 
his house of precious things, Julian," cried Bertha. 

•*That is very good of Sir Ecroyd," replied Julian pl^ .^»s. 
antly — so pleasantly that Sir Ecroyd knew in an inst ^^ 'Jt 
what was in his heart. ** And you have promised to m^^^e 
the pilgrimage to Piccadilly, I hope," added Julian. 

"I have said that we shall be delighted," said Bertha- 

"And so we shall, I am certain," said Julian. 

** I trust so," said Sir Ecroyd. " I have made some rxn'^^' 
takes, I dare say " 

** Oh, no, no," said Julian, still with transparent pleassi-^^' 
ness. 

" But I do not think I ever bought a poor bit of Sevres," 
continued the minister, ignoring the interruption and ^^^ 
interrupter. **And yet I can assure you that those v^ntses 
are worth the half of my collection. I envy you the pos^^^^' 
sion of a treasure, Mr. Charlton. I trust you are fi-^^^y 
acquainted with its variety and value." 

Charlton looked at the speaker quickly, to try and ^*'' 
cover if he meant his words to have a double meaning. ^"^ 
the face of the cabinet minister was as impenetrable as ^"^ 
face of the Sphinx. He had been looked at too ofte^^^ "^ 
exactly the same spirit of earnest inquiry by the occupr^^-'^^^ 
of the opposition benches not to be schooled how to nr:^^^ 
such a look. 

*' I think," said Charlton, "that I know the real from 
sham, even with the masks — how fond they were of t 
masks, those designers" — and he pointed to the fanta^ 
heads with sprouting horns that wreathed themselves B 
handles for the vases. " Yes, I fancy I know when I U- ^^-^ 
secured a treasure, Sir Ecroyd." 

*^ Yoii know my house, of course, Mr. Charlton," 
marked Sir Ecroyd casually, without giving the least ^^-'^'^ 
that he fancied a little fencing bout had been going or^ > '^ 
which he had wielded one of the rapiers. 
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" Who does not ? " said Charlton. ** People come from 
Boston to see it." 

" Why Boston ? " said Bertha. 

** Because nothing else in the world worth seeing e.xists 
outside Boston," he replied. 

Shortly afterward Lord Ashenthorpe and Sir Ecroyd left 
the Court ; and the latter gave expression to his belief that 
Mr. Charlton was a good deal cleverer than anyone meet- 
ing him casually might be led to suppose. 

"And his — the — lady.?" inquired his host. 

** Better than clever," said Sir Ecroyd; "sympathetic." 

" Any woman who succeeds in making a man believe that 
she is good rather than clever," said Lord Ashenthorpe, 
lasping into the French tongue, for a man was sitting with 
folded arms, but open ears, on the back seat, " is clever 
rather than good." 

"And any man who thinks that he can epigram a woman's 
character away to the one who loves her is simple rather 
than clever," said Sir Ecroyd. 

In the drawing room at the Court there was also a 
duologue. 

" The clouds are passed," cried Bertha. " That sunshiny 
visit has .sent all the clouds flying. What a difference there 
is between a man like Sir Ecroyd— or even like Lord 
Ashenthorpe-^and those silly young fools who annoyed me 
just now ! How silly I was to be annoyed ! " 

** If some people were not silly there would be no need 
for cabinet ministers," said Julian. 

"That is the best excuse I have ever yet heard for silli- 
ness," laughed Bertha. 

" I thought it rather an excuse for your cabinet minis- 
ter," said Julian. 

He felt that if the choice had been offered to him he 
would prefer to have seen her pleased at the visit of the 
silly youths, and annoyed at the visit of the cabinet minis- 
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ter. Silly youths are not a source of danger ; but cabinet 
ministers certainly are. 

This he felt, not considering cabinet ministers in their 
official capacity, but from the standpoint of a man who 
fears that the woman whom he loves resembles the butter- 
fly in disposition as well as in beauty. 

And this was why Julian Charlton locked himself up in 
his library, eating his heart out, until the gong sounded for 
a more palatable repast at eight o'clock. 



CHAPTER XLI. 



[ BEING A PERSONAGE. 



[ another week they were in London, and in another 
Kfortnighl Julian's prediction had been realized : Bertha 
i become a Personage in sociely. Julian had managed 
;i a furnished house within a reasonable distance 
Km the Marble Arch for two months, the owner receiving 
1 honorarium at the rate of one hundred guineas a month, 
^les extra. 

ffhe first gallop they had together in the park made to j 

Bian the gratifying revelation that even two years' absence 

mot sufficient to obliterate one from the recollection of 

f one's friends. He found himself presenting men and 

men to Bertha in batches the first time they pulled up 

Jder the trees. He had had a wide acquaintance in 

pndon before traveling, and he had only to reappear in a 

L recognized haunt to be recognized by many. It is not 

until a man has been a third season away from London 

that he is utterly forgotten. 

These statistics prove that London is not that heartless 
place which some philosophers assure us it is. 

The young women to whom his name had been mentioned 
by their mothers in previous years as a young man of great 
possibilities, but to whom he had not proposed marriage, 
were now young wives — some of them— and having done 
very mut-'h better for themselves — some of them — were 
delighted to meet him, and to smile upon his wife, who 

£rieved — some of them — had done so much worse in 
ig him than they had done in marrying their hus- 



296 "/ FORBID THE BANNS! 



tt 



bands. What was Mrs. Charlton's day, they were anxious 
to know — where was she living? 

When the young women — some of them — were so 
gracious, it did not seem absurd that the young men— and 
the old ones — should be doubly so. They were ; and 
Bertha told them what her day was and where she lived, 
and they expressed themselves delighted at the prospect of 
visiting Mrs. Charlton. 

Thus it came about that, on Mrs. Charlton's " day," she 
received as many visitors in the course of a few hours as 
she had done during the whole of her life in Australia. 
The next day there was a snowstorm, with invitation cards 
for flakes, on her table. 

She had become a Personage in London society. 

Of all forms of slavery in the world that of a Personage 
in London society is the least disagreeable. The bitter 
draught was, she admitted, most successfully disguised. 
Every day brought her something new and interesting. 
She did not consider the possibility that she herself was 
regarded as the newest and, consequently, the most interest- 
ing of the features of the season. She felt that the people 
who showered invitations upon her did so out of kindness 
to her. She did not consider if it might not be that the 
people were anxious only to increase the success of their 
own entertainments by securing her for them. 

Julian Charlton had lived in London society for some 
years. He had been a Personage in the best scientific 
"set.*' He had made some discoveries of an interesting 
but unnegotiable nature. He had been assured by a practi- 
cal worker that if he turned all his attention in the direc- 
tion of threading needles by electricity, a fortune would be 
the inevitable result. Another hinted at the manufacture 
of aerated tea and coffee, another at the utilization of 
seaweed for the making of apple jelly, and yet another 
at the invention of an odorless disinfectant for the pocket 
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T*liere was money in each of these things, he was 
assured. 

He had ventured into none of these fields of enterprise. 
H!e had simply devoted himself, with considerable success, 
to the discovery of a practicable unit for the measurement 
of the centrifugal force put into action in the spinning of a 
humming top. He had thus obtained a name among the 
scientific workers of the day, and had been for some 
Seasons new and interesting to society. He was not 
^leceived by the arctic appearance of Bertha's table every 
^^orning. Those hummocks of snowy cards did not 
deceive him into fancying that they were sent with the sole 
tievice of giving pleasure to Bertha. He knew that they 
^a.d been sent in order to increase the success of the 
Entertainments to which they referred. 

He often wondered if it was known in any direction in 
to\\rn that Bertha and he had never gone through the 
ceremony of marriage together. He had seen Marian 
Travers and Cyril Southcote more than once at large *' At 
Homes *' — so called probably because the hostess was less 
^t home than anyone else — and he wondered if either 
■Parian or Cyril had taken the trouble to narrate the scene 
^^ich had occurred in the drawing room at the Court, 
^hen Lady Rushton had made her call. Julian was indif- 
.^^rent on the matter. He knew that, if it were to become 
Universally known that he and Bertha had not gone through 
^ny ceremony of marriage together, the invitation cards 
^ould continue to arrive as plentifully as ever. The 
people in London society have no time to think of such 
things as morals. They want something new and interest- 
ing, and they do not care whether or not it comes to them 
in a questionable shape, so long as it comes. The divorce 
court has provided London society with many of its new 
and interesting heroines. 
Julian noticed that Bertha did not now show any desire 
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spread abroad the principles upon which her life wi 

n was founded. She did not seek tor an opportunity 
prove to the people whom she met that the eeremooy 
marriage was an insult to that mystic love wbicb alo 
should form the foundation for marriage. 

Bertha found that what were her principles were t 
theories of quite a number of persons with whom s 
came in contacl^nd who were also regarded as inlerestlc 
to society. They called themselves Free Lovers, and till 
were all very respectable people. She noticed that all tt 
I who had made a name for themselves by promo 
gating these theories of love and spiritual marriage a 
affinity — this word was largely made use of by the 
ladies — were themselves snugly married according to tl 
law of the land — all except one. She was unmarried. S) 
was also angular, elderly, and spectacled. She divided III 
time equally in discussing the questions appertaining I 
woman's sufferings and woman's suffrage. The sufferin| 
related lo marriage, the suffrage to something else, 
one had offered to take her at her word in regard lo hi 
theories of free love. She remained free as the air, i 
quite as unwholesome as that of London. 

Not one of this band of theorizers had made her theoci 
the principles of her life. Bertha perceived this « 
clearly, and she felt that they were little better t 
Jiguranlci. They were posing for the sake of effect i 
original thinkers. She alone had had the courage to act t 
accordance with her convictions. 

She listened passively while these sham Free Lovers d! 
coursed on the subject of their theories. Some dedan 
that the emancipation of woman was at the point of beil 
achieved through the universal acceptance of the spiriW 
marriage ; others talked of the glorious future that awaiu 
women who had never met with their affiuity 1 
earth, but who were perfectly certain that they would a 
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-iiuii to heaven. What would happen then no one seemed 
exactly to know ; but there was a vague belief that the 
moralities would be carefully respected. Then there was 
the sublime question of the man and woman who had been 
mistaken in their affinities on earth, biit who were carefully 
awaited by their affinities in another world. There seemed 
to be a tacit understanding that the waiting affinities would 
not naind the others having lived together for half a century 
or so on earth, which showed that the affinities were not 
particular, but of an extremely obliging nature. 

There were also the ladies in the sect who declared that 
■(hey had had repeated conversations with their affinities 
'*ho were in another world. It was only by the anticipa- 
Ijon of such sublime moments that they dragged on their 
existence by the side of their fleshly husbands, they said. 
If one might judge from the nature of the reported con- 
"Versation of the affinities they were a commonplace lot. 
The fleshly husbands could give them points, a youth 
remarked to Bertha in an undertone, after listening to the 
(liscourse of one of these ladies. 

Others had had visits from their affinities— usually by 
Dlght; for it seems that the affinities are fonde.st of the 
Titght for paying hurried calls. Their appearance to the 
ladies who were describing these mysteries in subdued 
tones, but with infinite expression, brought before Bertha's 
eyes a vision of a badly burning night-light. 

The precise result of these mystic visits was wrapped in 
cbscurity. but it was inferred that the affinities had gone 
AWay without a stain on their character. Indeed, so far as 
could be gathered, the affinities were incapable of anything 
that was not strictly moral — a fact which was considered in 
some directions rather hard on the affinities, and, perhaps, 
.tfa those whom they visited. 

Bertha turned away from all this jargon — from all this 
(joncealmeni of a divine truth beneath the tawdry garments 
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of the footlights. These Free Lovers, as they called 
themselves, were, she perceived, only a more vulgar devel- 
opment of the essentially vulgar spiritualists. The spirit- 
ualists, she knew, were people who were devoid in all their 
thoughts of everything that was spiritual. So these Free 
Lovers were devoid of any true idea of love. 

Great Heavens ! how the world has fallen away from the 
poetry of paganism ! 

This was the girl's feeling as she heard these sorry 
figurantes raising their hands- and their eyebrows as they 
talked, in the low tones one instinctively adopts in telling a 
child a ghost story, about their affinities, conjuring up 
pictures that were meant to be sublime, but that smelt of 
the nursery. The pagan poets could do better than that 
Their spirits were spiritual. They did not suggest a night- 
light that had been kept in a damp cupboard. 

Bertha turned with relief to the theology which entered 
into the daily life of paganism. "* Suckled in a creed out. 
worn,' " she cried. " *A creed outworn,' while the creeds 
that remain find such exponents as those creatures, with j 
their jargon of affinities and spiritism, and theosophy, caring 
as little as their audiences what the words mean ! " 

She knew they were not in earnest. They believed only 
in snug homes, following the marriage ceremony in a 
church. They were not in earnest, and the people who 
listened to them were not in earnest. 

"What does it matter?" cried Julian. "People here - 
haven't time to be in earnest. They don't want to be in 
earnest. They want to be entertained, and these Free 
Lovers are supposed to be entertaining." 

" They are little better than impostors," said Bertha. 

" Impostors ? Why, they do not deceive even them- , 
selves," said he. 

** They cause people to treat with levity and ridicule 
a matter which is the most sacred that anyone can 
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approach/* said Bertha. " Never mind," she added ; " we 
are right-^so much is certain." 

There was a considerable pause before he said ; 

** Yes, I suppose there can be no doubt about that." 

She turned to him quickly. 

" There is something in your voice that suggests doubt," 
said she. " I have felt now and again — I don't know why 
— that our thoughts do not flow together as they used to 
do. Can it be possible that there is in your heart a meas- 
ure of doubt as to the truth of the principles which we 
made the rule of our life together ?" 

" Why do you ask me that ? " said he. " Have you had 
any reason, since we came together, to reproach me with 
having failed to stand by your principles ? When Lady 
Rushton turned upon you, did I not turn her out of my 
house ? Where have I failed in my duty to you ? " 

" Why, you talk as if the principles upon which we live 
were mine alone, Julian," she cried. " What does your 
reference to standing by me mean, if not that ? What merit 
is there to be claimed for your standing by the principles 
which you yourself have accepted, and in which you 
assured me you believed with all your heart ?" 

" None whatever," he answered. "I do not claim any 
merit for anything I have done. I only claim to be 
exempted from any reproach." 

" Forgive .me if you think I have spoken too strongly to 
you, my dearest," said she. " But you know what reason I 
have to feel strongly on this matter. If I thought that you 
had any misgiving as to the truth and the value of the 
principles which have guided me — us — both you and me — 
in joining our lives together, I would consider that my life 
was wrecked." 

" You have no reason to doubt me," said he. 

" And I am sure that I never shall," she cried quickly, 
" I feel that what Sir Ecroyd said on this matter is quite true *' 
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" What who said ? " asked J ulian after a pause. 

"What Sir Ecroyd said. I told him all that we believe 
oti the subject of marriage and its sanctity without the need 
for shackles." 

"My God ! you told Sir Ecroyd that ?" 

" Yes, and he was greatly interested in it all. Only, as I 
told you just now, he said that the strength of such a com- 
pact as ours is largely dependent upon the man. I say that 
I feel the truth of this every day." 

"You have been confiding in Sir Ecroyd, indeed," 
remarked Julian, with a voice and face devoid of expression, 
but with a heart burning with the fierceness of a seven 
times heated furnace, 

*' I cannot say that I had any intention of doing so when I 
left home for the Berwicks yesterday ; but somehow I found 
myself telling him all that I hoped for in this matter. I 
had gone with him to look at a certain orchid in the green- 
house, and I suppose he led the conversation into that par- 
ticular channel. He is very clever." 

"Yes, 1 think so much must be admitted," said Julian. 
" He led you first into a track that brought you into the 
orchid-house, and when there he led you into a conversa- 
tional track that brought you up to the point at which you 
confided in him. Yes, I think you have come to the right 
.conclusion in this matter. Sir Ecroyd is a clever man." 

" You are speaking in a curious tone, Julian," said she, 
" I like Sir Ecroyd better than any man I have yet met in 
England. I told you so long ago. Why should I have 
hesitated to tell him what I am not ashamed of — that yon 
and I " 

" Oh, why should you — why should you hesitate for a. 
moment ?" he cried, with bitterness in every word. " Why 
should you not confide all that is in your heart to this 
Jgdel cabinet minister — this sympathetic Controller oC 

jpexations ! A clever man — a very clever man ! I 
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wonder if all the young wives in London pour into his wijl- 
tng ear a full and true account of the rules that guide thett 
lives ? I wonder does Ue give lUem all ,the same advici 
F namely, to look carefully after their husbands." 

"I don't know whether you are talking in jest or in 
r^arnest," she said quietly. " But I know that only once 
Ifbefore did I hear you talk in the same tone. I do not 
^ike the tone ; it is not the tone of a true husband to a true 
Twife." 

" Perhaps it is not," said he. " But now and again, joii 
[ -Icnow, people find themselves under such conditions as 
Jforce them to ask, • What is truth ? " " 

He left the room quickly. The fact was that he feared 
trshe might do so first, as she had done some weeks before, 
I 'when the little cloud had floated across their life. 

Bertha found herself alone she was conscious 
^ only of having received a blow from an unseen hand, as it 
I were. She had a pained sensation, but at first she felt only 
^ benumbed. 

Her spirit apprehends the sense of pain. 

So Shelley described such a sensation as that which 
Bertha experienced. 

What had she done — what had she said, to give rise to 
such an expressiou of bitter feeling on the part of Julian ? 
r She could not remember having said or done anything. 
Cflis words were mysterious. 

■ What spirit had taken possession of him to canse him to 

■ talk to her in [his way ? She recollected what he had said to 
f her on that day at the Court, when they had returned from 
l-Ashmead. The words which he had just spoken to her 
r were not the same, but the tone in which they were uttered 
Kwas exactly the same. What did he mean by employing 
^nich a tone to her ? 

^ft She had heard of men — especially husbands — being 
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easily " put out." The most trivial matter occasionally 
affected them in this way, she had heard from some wise 
women — especially wives — whom she had known in 
Australia. The dampness of the first match in a box of 
matches had been known to lay the foundation for a 
quarrel between a husband and wife that ended only in 
a family council and a deed of separation. The bursting 
of a buttonhole had in another case let loose a flood of 
vituperation in the choicest San Franciscan tongue ; while 
the anger aroused in a third case by the over-frizzling of 
a slice of bacon was only partially appeased by the destruc- 
tion of every article of china in the room, and of a mirror as 
well. 

She did not believe that Julian was a man who was given 
to the expression of feeling through the medium of a 
casual projectile. But surely it would be better for him to 
break all the mirrors in the house than to speak to her in a 
tone that implied that she had been guilty of something 
passing those ordinary irritations of wives, which lead to the 
destruction of porcelain and the wrecking of furniture. 

The worst of all was that she could not guess what was 
the cause of his bitterness. The wife who had told her 
about the burst buttonhole had at least the satisfaction of 
looking at the rent linen, and the one who had mentioned 
the bacon incident could contemplate the overcooked slice, 
and know that it had brought about the necessity for a visit 
to the china shop ; but she had nothing tangible in this way 
to lay hold of to account for Julian's display of feeling. 

She felt bewildered at first, then pained, then bewildered 
again, and then she rang for her maid — the substitute she 
had obtained in room of the faithless Miriam — to dress her 
to go forth to where a certain Mrs. Abed Nego — the wife 
of the distinguished financier — was "* at home " with 
" dancing " in the corner, if the invitation card might be 
taken to suggest anything. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

ON THE SMILE OF MISS TRAVERS. 

|ANCING" was in the corner of Mme. Abed Nego's 

card, but this graceful exercise was not confined to 
J corner of her spacious mansion. Everybody knows 

Abed Negos — especially every person who has done 
iiness with Mr. Abed Nego. It is said that they are of 
brew origin, and perhaps they are. There are, how- 
r, many persons who assert that their earliest pro- 
litor was a Persian. Perhaps he -was. People in 
idon society have, however, long ago abandoned asking 
question " Who were they ? " in favor of the question 
ho arc they ? " and it was generally admitted that, if 
Abed Negos had once been Jewish- Persians, they were 

the most successful of dance givers, dinner givers, 

garden party givers in London. 
'^hy the wife of Mr. Abed Nego was called madarae, no 

knew ; but yet everyone alluded to her as madame, 
igh she had not a millinery shop in Bond Street or Regent 
et. The purchase of a millinery business in either of 
e localities carries with it the title of madame, just as 
e estates in Italy are sold with the title of marchese or 
me, as the case may be. No one, however, thought of 
ding to Mr. Abed Nego as monsieur. 
[r. Abed Nego was a successful financier, and dealt 
ely in transactions having an intimate association with 
ece, Turkey, and the Levant. He had obtained im- 
se concessions in many lands in exchange for cash. 

Levant and the Levanters — the name is an unhappy 

but it is not deficient in descriptiveness — are usually 
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in need of cash, and as Mr. Abed Nego had usually l1 
control of large sums, it was generally assumed that 1 
could purchase the souls of the entire Levant popular 
even allowing one soul to every man, woman, and cliil! 
which is certainly a more liberal allowance than 
experience of such persons as are thoroughly conveisaal 
with that quarter of the world would be disposed to coi 
cede to the population, 

Mr. Abed Nego did very much better. The Levaotiil 
soul, though admittedly an article of commerce, does nottw^ 
high as a negotiable security. A tramway concession, » 
it relates to a populous district, does ; and Mr. Abed Nej 
had obtained not merely tramway concessions, but tei 
graph, telephone, and electric lighting concessions, 
which offered magnificent possibilities in the way of fluatU 
companies in England. By the judicious disposal oft 
claims it was reported that Mr. Abed Nego had clean 
a trifle over two millions of pounds — not Egyptiau, b 
English, He had, at the same lime, become a person Wlj 
considered in any scheme that might be devised for solvit 
the Eastern question. It was said that even Russia b 
offered to buy him, but without success, Mr. Abed Nd 
feeling that his hands would be more free if he remain? 
unbought^a conclusion that did credit to his sagacity. 

He was in parliament, where again he displayed I 
sagacity by remaining silent session after session. He M 
however, helped the government in some of their EasM 
difSculties — for a consideration, this being that royalty * 
to be present at one of Mme. Abed Nego's parlies. 

Royalty had been, as usual, obedient. Some thuusan 
of (nominal) Christians in Asia Minor had been e 
paled from the thraldom of Mussulman rule, aod Mn 
^bed Nego had become a personage in society. It 
understood that both Mr. and Mme. Abed NegO 1 
greatly interested in the progress of ChristianUf in 
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I and if a larger proiiortioii of gentlemen of a 
Ene cast of countenance, and of ladies of Levantine 
^ than one expected to find in a London drawihg 
might be found at (iome of Mme. Abed Nego's 
, this fact was generally accepted as proving the 
t anxiety to bring the various races that come from 
stern shores of tlie Mediterranean under the benign 
s of Christianity. 

; Bertha and Julian were being driven to Saxe- 
; House, the mansion of the Abed Negos, they did 
:hange many words, and such as they did exchange 
regard to the most commonplace topics. The 
1 of the first cloud had been clearly defined. It 
1 come in a heavy mass, if its area had not been very 
It had thrown a well-defined shadow over them ; 
t this new obscuration of their domestic sunshine was 
jPghter and partook more of the character of a clinging 
ftist around them. It did not cast a dark shadow upon 
Aem, but they had breathed of its dimness. It had entered 
ohta their life. Bertha felt feverish, Julian felt as if he 
Were by the side of a stranger as they walked along the 
'iScarlet drugget which was laid down on the short drive 
■"Within the grounds of Saxe-Coburg House, and crushed 
iheir way up the fine staircase, to be greeted by their heated 
host and scented hostess, and then to pass on to one of the 
^g^eat drawing rooms, where an entertainer was producing 
'■«eet music by touching the edges of a number of tum- 
blers partly filled with water. Later in the night a lady 
gave a whistling entertainment in the same apartment, 
while in a more distant room, a sallow-faced gentleman 
rgave imitations of popularactors,taking the wise precaution 
of announcing beforehand the particular aclor he meant to 
imitate. In the grounds erf Saxe-Coburg House a certain 
Green Scandinavian Band performed at intervals. 

The electric light was worshiped by Mr. Abed Nego — 
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another instance of the irresistible influence of heredity 
people said — this was, of course, assuming that his ances- 
tors had been Persians. However this may be, he was cer- 
tainly fond of being in the midst of this illuminant. His 
gardens were in a blaze of it. In the great square vesti- 
bule it glittered among blocks of ice and huge palms, and 
in the supper rooms it twinkled among the festoons ol\ 
roses brought by a special train from the Riviera. Mme. 
Abed Nego may originally have been a Persian, but she - 
was now judicious, and insisted on having the indoor lights 
tinged with yellow, consequently her guests were not afraid 
to enter the most brightly illuminated of her drawing rooms, 
though complexions are becoming more evanescent every 
day. 

It was, however, in the greenhouses, which were reached 
through a corridor from one of the supper rooms, that the 
electric lights were allowed a chance of making the strong- -| 
est contrast of brilliancy and shadow. The greenhouses | 
were a marvel of beauty. Many were about the extent of \ 
a whole block of buildings, and contained fountains, and ' 
ponds, with water lilies floating on their surface, and over- ■ 
hung by great palms planted among rock work. : 

Almost the first person on whom Bertha's eyes rested on 
entering the room where the tumbler music was being pro- 
duced was Charlie Barham, the midshipman, looking as 
handsome and as bright as ever, as he chatted away to a 
statuesque girl, who now and again went so far as to smile 
at some of the terms with which he besprinkled his narrative. 

On seeing Bertha enter by the side of Charlton poor 
Charlie's story was suddenly arrested, just when it was 
approaching a point of enormity that even a stranger could 
scarcely allow to pass unchallenged. His face became 
overcast for a moment, but then assumed an exaggerated 
look of resignation, as he hastened to meet Bertha and*to 
clasp the hand which she stretched out to him. 
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" At last," he murmured, " at last ! " 
" Yes, at last, indeed," said Bertha. " How is it that we 
lave never met, although my husband and I have been 
everywhere during the past month ? " 

"Your hus — hus — oh, I cannot say the word," said Char- 
lie. " Your — oh, do not ask me to say it." 

" Do not be a goose," said Bertha. ** There is no com- 
pulsion to say the hated word. Let it be understood." 

" And I have looked down the first column of at least 
one newspaper every day, expecting and hoping that the 
blow might be spared to me. How did I miss seeing Charl- 
ton z;. Lancaster ? No, they don't put the v, in the marriages, 
only in the law cases. Never mind ; it was not to be, so far 
as I was concerned. And yet, if you had only waited for 

eight years — perhaps for seven, with good luck Oh, 

don't fear for me, I won't make a scene. Charlton, old boy, 
be worthy of her ; and if you don't mind spending a trifle of 
money in a good cause, bring her every spring to lay some 
wild flowers on my grave. Take any ice you please with 
the exception of the pineapple ; the pineapple will make 
you wish that you were attending a sacred concert, where 
you are expected to look solemn. Mme. Darius should 
be better advised in the matter of ices." 

" Who is Mme. Darius ? " asked Bertha. 

" Why, you have just shaken hands with her," said 
Charlie. " Madame is descended from Darius and Nebu- 
chadnezzar and King Pharaoh, don't you know ? " 

"Not from all, surely?" 

" Why not ? They all belong to the one lot, and they 
all slept with their fathers." 

" I begin to fancy myself once more aboard the Car- 
narvon Castle^ hearing the sound of your voice, Charlie." 

Why Bertha should feel some difficulty in keeping the 
tears from her eyes as she spoke it would be hard to say. 
Perhaps the sound of the boy's voice brought back to her 
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a memory of the happiness of that voyage in the Carnar* 
von Castle^ and perhaps she felt that those days were hap- 
pier than any she had experienced since she had come, 
to London. 

" And I," said Charlie ; " if you feel like that what 
must my feelings be ? He will never love you as I have 
loved you. Look how he has gone off with — why, its 
that Miss T ravers ; he is taking her to where the tea ancf 
sherbet are laid out." 

Julian had drifted away, greeting several persons whom 
he had been in the habit of meeting night after night- 
companion ships in the whirlpool of society — and finding 
himself by the side of Marian Travers had offered to pilot 
her to the tea room. Bertha watched them glide away in 
the midst of a crowd, and it occurred to her that Julian's 
face had become much brighter since he had met Marian 
than it had been during any part of the day. 

She also noticed the smile with which Marian TravefS 
had greeted him, and the way she was even now looking up 
to his face. 

All at once there came to her for the first time tb^ 
curious thought : 

" He is bound to me by no tie. If he chose to walk witl^ 
her out of the door I could not compel him to return to 
me." 

It came to her in a moment, and its sting reached h^^ 
heart. 

" Why, where is all your fun gone ? *' cried Charli^' 
"Alas, that marriage should produce such a change ! Why, 
don't you remember how no day passed without something 
to keep us merry as sand boys ? " 

" I suppose we were very merry,!* said she. " It seems 
so long ago." 

" Great Heavens ! You say that quite sadly," cried 
Charlie. " That's the way you all get as soon as you 
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No matter wlial larks we have had logellii 
3 proper inside a month, as if a marriage and 
ocral meant just the same thing. It's only for the first 
lOnth or so that you are sad. however ; 1 notice that alL 
ou young things become lively once more in a year or twqfl 
fou then either take up with an extrennely young or a^l 
Bltremely old man — mostly the latter — the old boys a^H 
nich jolly old asses." ]H 

, "How wise you are, Charlie, and how observant." H 

, "Oil, I've kept my eyes open, I can tell you. The fui^| 
&iest sight in the world is an old boy that marries a brigtM 
jtwiig; thing. He is under the impression that marryiii^B 
^r brings him down to exactly her age. Poor old chap»fl 
Ibave often pitied them, knowing that it means a pusli ofl 
W twenty years with them instead of a drawback of fortjfl 
Vii, I have had my eyes open. Never mind ! you are th^| 
Pcfit girl I have ever met, and worth a score of Mario^J 
^vers. 1 don't say that because she took a sovereign oJB 
ne." ■ 

" How did she take a sovereign off you ? " H 

" You see, she made up her mind at the Cape to hoo^| 
^arlton, and we had a few bets as to whether or not shfl 
"-Hd succeed before reaching England. I backed her to 
U, and Waring took me up. I handed him over the coin 
'en we passed Dover. But I give you my word that if 
U had not come aboard the thing was a mora!. It waij 
"Jeed. Before we reached St. Helena I would have haf^^ 
' offer five to one on the girl." ^| 

*' I hope you do not talk like this to everyone, Charlii^| 
don't consider it quite respectful to a girl to make hertt^H 
iibject of a bet. You did not bet on me, I hope." H 

"I would lay every penny I have on you ; but I neve^B 
id. You were always far above me — a saint, or somethin^j 
Qhat sort — only a saint with a lot of fun in her. And t(3 
H||il)at I just came here to-night by chance. You se^H 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

ON SOME FORMS OF IMPUDENCE. 

WHAT ^the eldest son of Mr. and Mme. Abed Nego 
was conducting to Bertha was a rather undersized 
gentleman, wearing as a stud in the center of his shirt the 
largest diamond Bertha had ever seen, and upon his feet the 
smallest shoes she had ever seen. He had an immense nose, 
that suggested the beak of a tropical nut-eating bird, and 
eyes that suggested two of the nuts — black ones — which such 
a bird would attack with deliberation. 

" Mrs. Charlton," said young Mr. Abed Nego, " will you 
allow me to present to you my friend, Mr. Betstein ? Mr. 
Betstein — Mrs. Charlton." 

" It is a great bleasure to be to beet you, Bissus Charl- 
tod," said Mr. Betstein. " I have frequetly beed dear you 
at these sort of affairs, but I dever had the bleasure of beig 
bresented to you before." 

" I am sure I have seen you frequently, Mr. Betstein," 
said Bertha. " One meets so many persons " 

"Of course that is quite true," said Mr. Betstein. ** Ad 
I dow that rb a cobbodplace sort of fellow — like wod of the 
crowd, you dow." Here Mr. Betstein gave a little snuffle, 
and smiled at his gloves, which fitted admirably. " Do't 
you thik you have had edough of that chap with the tub- 
blers, Bissus Charltod ? " he continued. " That sort of thig 
isn't by idea of the use tubblers should be put to." 

Bertha said she thought the tumbler music very interest- 
ing indeed. She remained in the hope that some kindly 
friend of hers would arrive to rescue her from the intoler- 
able brilliancy of Mr. Betstein's diamond stud and raven 
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BqJcs. It SO happened, however, that no one who rnteTe<l 
Be room seemed to perceive Iter, and she was forced tu 
■ten to the variations on "Ah, che la morte," produced by 
R professor of the musical glasses, and to the vocal accom- 
niment of Mr. Betstein's conversation, punctuated with 
Bffles. 

En sheer despair, after ten minutes waiting for a rescuer. 
Be rose and allowed herself to be conducted by Mr. Bet- 
Kin to the room where, he told her, the entertainer was 
Wring his celebrated imitations of popular actors. She fell 
^tain that on the way to the place of entertainment she 
Ruld meet with Cyril Southcote — for was not Marian 
bjTe? — or Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh — for was the government 
uA anxious to conciliate Mr. Ahed Nego ? If either of these 
■lampions failed to rescue her from Mr. Betstein, she would 
Rist to some of her casual acquaintances to help her. She 
nuld not remember having been so long a time at any 
Slteriainment without meeting at least a score of friends, 
pit she had never before been at an entertainment in Saxe- 
Soburg House. 

' The corridor was greatly crowded — so much so that an 
^vance could only be effected with great inconvenience 
jfeth to the advancers and those who were advanced upon. 
Kr. Betstein was not gifted wfth the instincts of progress — 
l.is to the West, not to the East, that one looks nowadays 
BT the display of such gifts, and Mr. Betstein was clearly of 
SflBtern origin. He tried ta force his way through the 
Boups, but without success. He was scowled upon by the 
Krsons whom he had indiscriminately elbowed aside, and 
nrlha felt that she was attracting some attention as the 
fempanion of the elbower. 

K"Oh, bother it all ! " exclaimed Mr. Betstein, when less 
mka halfway down the corridor, *' I dever cabe id codtact 
Wi such a rude set. Let us stroll id here, BissusCharllod, 
Bwe get a chadce of moving od. It is what Abed Dego 
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calls his Oriedtal roob, but it's do bore Oriedtal than 
I ab." 

" Anywhere out of this," said Bertha, going through the 
gorgeous hangings of the doorway, surmounted by a Cairo 
carving. 

In less than a quarter of an hour a pale-faced, melan- 
choly man, with a roll of music in his hand, like a field mar^ 
shal's baton, appeared at the end of the corridor. He was 
recognized in a moment. A whisper went down the groups 
that Monomime had arrived. The lugubrious person with 
the music was known as the funniest entertainer in Lon- 
don. And his latest sketch, entitled " Mrs. Butterfly's Ball," 
had taken the town by storm. 

When Mr. Monomine had gone to the music room, the 
corridor was almost deserted. 

Charlie Barham had just heard that unless he hurried 
into the music room he would only just hear Mr. Monomime's 
marvelous imitation of the calling of the carriages outside 
Mrs. Butterfly's mansion. So he forsook the ice — not 
pineapple — which he was eating in a secluded nook down- 
stairs (it was his fifth) and hastened along the corridor. 

r 

Just as he was passing the entrance to the Oriental room, 
the heavy hangings of the Cairo doorway billowed forward 
and from their folds a figure burst and stood outside with 
clenched hands and white face, looking around in a dazed 
way. 

" Great Admiral ! What has happened, Mrs. Charlton ?" 
cried Charlie. " For God's sake, don't look in that way. 
Surely you're not one of the fainting lot." 

" Charlie," said Bertha in a voice of hysterical sobs, 
" take me to — to my husband. I must get away from this 
horrible place — it is stifling me." 

" Sorry you are feeling a bit faint," cried Charlie for the 
benefit of the people who still remained in the corridor, and 
who seemed anxious to learn what had occurred to cause 
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Mrs. Charlton to fling herself in that-fashion through the 
portihre of the Cairo doorway. " A breath of fresh air will 
do you all the good in the world/* he added, putting her 
hand under his arm. Then in a whisper he said, " Don't 
give way before these people. Be a brave girl ; remember 
there's nothing to fear ; I am by your side ; I am ready to 
die for you. Come along." 

She managed with his assistance to walk to the end 0^ 
the corridor. She did not speak ; she was trembling ter- 
ribly, Charlie could perceive ; and now and again a sob 
that suggested the approach of hysterics came from her 
throat. 

" Now won't you pull yourself together ? " said Charlie 
imploringly. " Don't give these fools around us thechan^^ 
of talking. You will never be the same to me if you go o^ 
in a faint. I'll get you a chair and an ice — not pineapp^^ 
— the vanilla is all right." 

He saw where there was a vacant seat — a shell made 01 
plush — and he had wheeled it to her in a moment. She 
seated herself, and when he suggested the recuperative 
possibilities of Neapolitan ices, she laid her hand on hisarro? 
but did not speak. It was some minutes before she was 
able to say in a weak voice : 

" Thank you, Charlie ; you are my best friend. If y^^^ 
would only find Julian and tell him that I wish to be taken 
home." 

" Dare I leave you ? " asked Charlie with the air of an 
amateur lady nurse. ** You have made up your mind not 
to faint ? " 

" You may trust me," she said. " I promise you not to 
faint." 

" On those conditions I will go," said he. 

He hurried off to the music room and was fortunate 
enough to be just in time to hear Mr. Monomime's account 
of the dialogue on the stairs of Mrs. Butterfly's mansion 



i 



ON SOME FORMS OF IMPUDENCE. 



3'7 



iCtween some young couples who were reposing there after 
the exertions of the dance. 

He looked around, but could perceive Julian Charlton 
nowhere. Then lie took a strol! through the conservatories, 
but without success. Finally he reached the corridor, hav- 
ing made a fruitless round of the premises. 
_ Before he reached Bertha again lie became aware that 
b'man was bending over her. At first he thought that 
H? man was Charlton, but in an instant he saw that he was 
Brtranger. 

K^l have taken a cruise to every point of the compass, 
B&S. Charlton, but without getting a sight of your hus- 
Kfld." 

v"! am so sorry that you were put to so much trouble, 
BBarlie." said she. " But Sir Ecroyd Falrleigh has been 
nod enough to offer me his brougham to go home by — 
^Bts will not be here for at least an hour and a half." 
Br* Maybe you are well enough to remain now," said 
Hiarlie. 

■ ■" Oh, I am well enough," she said quickly ; " but I must 
mp — I must leave this place." 

K Sir Ecroyd, who had been bending over her when Charlie 
Hme up, offered her his arm ; she took it and rose to her 
Hfet, giving Charlie her other hand with a smile— not the 
Bllile that he associated with her aboard the Carnarvon 
Btrf/g. however. She went off by the side of the minister, 
^Bose immobile countenance failed to tell Charlie whether 
Ktiot Bertha had confided the secret of her trouble to him. 
K"lt is like their impudence," said Charlie. "That big 
Im41ow, because he happens to be somelhing or other iu 
l&egovernment, coolly appropriates her while I am search- 
Bg for the husband, and then walks oft with her to his 
Hpugham. He will see her home, and maybe sit with her 
^n an hour or two, assuring her [hat he dare not leave 
Kr alone — I know the tricks of these boys, whether they 
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are First Lords of the Admiralty or something greatly 
inferior." 

In the midshipman's eyes, every post in the government 
was a long way inferior in rank to that of the First Lord of 
the Admiralty. 

He was mistaken respecting the movements of the Min- . 
ister of Annexation. Sir Ecroyd had plainly not accom- 
panied Bertha to her home. He returned to where Charlie 
was standing, and his face was as impassive as ever. The 
lad did not change his position as the minister came up. 
He was not the First Lord — he was not even that poor 
thing, a civil lord. ] 

" Have you any idea of the cause of Mrs. Charlton's 
indisposition ? " asked Sir Ecroyd. " She told me that 
you were an old friend of hers — one of her best friends." 

Charlie had been prepared to treat Sir Ecroyd with chill- 
ing formality. The knowledge of boys and their ways and 
moods had, however, been acquired by Sir Ecroyd early in 
life, and he was well aware of what was passing through 
the mind of the excellent specimen before him. If he 
could not manage to make a boy tractable how could he 
hope to trick the opposition ? He knew that Charlie's 
face would brighten when he spoke his words, just as 
the man who presses the button of an electric bell knows 
that a horrid alarm will be produced at the other end of 
the wire. 

Charlie's face brightened. 

" I am her friend, sir," he replied. 

'* She said so — her best friend." 

" I hope I may deserve to be called so. Sir Ecroyd." 

" I do not doubt that you will. Have you any idea of 
what happened to put her about ? " 

" I can't say that I know for certain. But I can give 
some sort of a guess. Some fellows are damn scoundrels, 
Sir Ecroyd." 
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** Tlicy are — damn scoundrels. Have you seen Mr, Charl- 
ton hetef" 

** 1 have just been looking for him. He is out of sight 
soin^ffhere. I wasn't thinking ot him." 

"Of whom, then ? " 

** Pardon me, Sir Ecroyd," said Charlie. "That is my 
business." 

** It is — it is iodeed." said the minister. " Vou think 
'**^t that person said something that was hurtful to Mrs. 
Chsii-lton?" 

" He looked equal to it," said Charlie. " A damn skunk 
of a chap with oily hair and a diamond stud about the size 
O' a. masthead light. What wonld a chap stick at that 
ha.s a snuffle like a boiler waste-pipe when the winch is 

""■ Nothing," replied this minister, " Don't make a scene, 
w**atever you do. Think what it would be to have Mrs. 
Ct»arlton's name associated with a scene." 

** I flatter myself on not having quite reached the drivel- 
i"^ stage of idiocy," said Charlie. " You may depend on 
f^y doing nothing that will compromise a lady whom I 

Jt^spect with all the devotion of " 

*The word of a British officer," said Sir Ecroyd, " is 
jttough for me. What is your ship?" 
2 Bluebotih, sir." 
"The Bluebottle. You may depend on my remembering 
It. Lord Gerald dines with me on Saturday." 
. Up went Charlie's right forefinger to an imaginary cap 

r Ecroyd was only a cabinet minister, but Charlie could 
t have treated him with greater respect if he had been 
e navigating lieutenant of a corvette. 

1 Gerald was First Lord of the Admiralty. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

ON THE DISADVANTAGES OF ELECTKIC LIGHT. 

CHARLIE BARHAM could not be said to contribute 
materially to the success of Mme. Abed Nego's *' 

Dancing had commenced in tlie ballroom, but 
[lie would not dance. He was devoting a night to the dis- 
fcovery of Mr. Betstein. <He had, of course, no positive 
I insurance that Mr. Betstein was the origin of Bertha's sud- 
Bden appearance at the doorway of the Oriental room, but 
f-he had his own suspicions on the subject ; and he knew 
' that Mr. Betstein'.s peculiarities of articulation would be 
accepted by all reasonable people as strong presumptivt 
evidence that he was quite equal to insulting a lady. 

I He went through the Cairo doorway at once, and strolled 
casually among the divans, most of which were now occu- 
pied, Mr. Betstein was not to be seen among any of tbe 
groups in this interesting apartment, nor was he in either 
the ballroom, Ihe supper room, or where the claret cup and 
ices were to be had. There were many apartments in 
Abed Nego's mansion, but Charlie did not think that he 
could honorably pursue his search after Mr.-Betstein to tbe) 
kitchens or the bedrooms, though he was quite satisfied thut 
jMr. Betstein would not shrink from the attempt to conceal 
^imself in either the upper or the lower apartments, 
► He spent more than an hour in the search through the 
rooms before he went out to the electric lit grounds, where 
the Clreen Scandinavian Band was making the air meludions. 
After all, he felt that it would be much more satisfactory 
for him to come across Mr. Betstein in the open air. On« 
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li^s always a freer hand in punching a man's head in the open 
air, In the midst of a bree/,y landscape one does a thing 
t>f this sort very much better than when subjected to the 
restrictions incidental to such a transaction within doors; 
fLrid Charlie Barham meant to punch the head of Mr. Bet- 
stein before he slept. 

He knew he could do it without causing an undue strain 
•^ pon his powers. 

It is satisfactory for anyone to feel equal to the duty of 
Punishing a man who has behaved like a scoundrel. On 
tHe other hand, it is very irritating when your scoundrel 
stands anything over six feet, especially if he is made in 
proportion. When he is made in proportion you will be 
*<:iing wisely — unless you stand sis feet three yourself — if 
,you leave him to the gnawing of his own conscience. 

Charlie knew that Mr. Betstein was heavily handicapped 
'n any personal conflict by his nose. Such an organ invited 
the aggressive fist. It did not need that one should be 
more than a casual critic to perceive that Mr. Betstein's 
face presented tine opportunities to an assailant, and 
Charlie was more than a casual critic. He was something 
of a connoisseur in such matters ; and he honestly believed 
that the shape and superficial area of Mr, Betstein's nose 
invited interference. 

These open air reflections naturally increased the eager- 
oess of the lad to discover the whereabouts of the person to 
whom they referred. Only once did the thought occur to 
him that it was quite possible that Mrs. Charlton's nerv- 
ousness might not be due to Mr. Betstein. He crushed 
down this unworthy suggestion, and hurried on to the only 
quarter that he had left unexplored — namely, the green- 
hoases. 

The large palm house with the dome contained many 
irsons sitting, mostly in couples, on the low and luxurious 
in the recesses among the palms. Among these 
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couples he strolled, but no shin stud gave back the Haw 
of the electric light, as he knew Mr. Betstein's would lu 
done. 

There was another greenhouse beyond this one; itwu 
long, and it was arranged with banks and rockeries for si 
plants as required moisture. It was here that the 0* 
mental ponds with fountains and water lilies were sUuatiJ. 
The electric light was laid along the ferns and mosses, aiiS 
produced a charmingly subdued effect. Personally, Mt 
Abed Nego was by no means fond of subdued effects ; ' 
he was willing to humor those who were. 

The instant that Charlie opened the door leading lotbi 
retreat he perceived the blaze of a diamond shirt stud inthi 
distance, and the peculiar articulation of Mr. Betstein caW 
upon his ears. He had found the person for whom hehsd 
been searching. 

Mr, Betstein was standing with two other men, who li 
also peculiarities of utterance, one speaking mth a lisp, an 
the other with that German accent which has its origin i 
Hamburg, All were smoking cigarettes and exchangio 
remarks on some subject that seemed to be of geneti 
interest. 

Charlie walked round the longest of the ponds until ti 
got in the shadow of the bank beside which the group « 
standing. 

"My boy," one of the three was saying, "you have » 
discretion. You treat all ladies alike. That's how yo 
find yourself in scrapes." 

"You're wrog there, Bordecai, old bad," came theT 
of Mr. Betstein. "1 treat all ladies of wud class alikc^U 
all of adother class alike ; I ab do fool," 

"That's true enough," remarked the other. "ButfoT' 
man that's no fool you find yourself in a good manyclosi 
things." 

e pronounced the words " yourthelf " and " cloth." 
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"Every chap with a bit of spirit bust occasiodally," said 
Mr. Betstein. " But how was I to guess that the youg 
wobad would cut up rough ? " 

"Somebodys have been blaying a yoke down in you, 
Betstein, mein fren," said the Hamburg geulleman. " Thot 
young ting has been all square married all ze times." 

"I tell you what is well knowd," said Mr. Betstein. 
"She is do bore harried to hib thad I ab to her. I give 
Jou by word of hodder as a gettlebad that I broke the ihig 
to her as a gettlebad should. I said, • I'b id love with you 
8t first siglu, by dear, ad as I'b a bisidess bad, I probise to 
t^ub dowd hadsobe. So dabe your figure ; I'b a bad of 
l^odder,* I added, 'ad dever let honey stad in the way of 
'ove.' Those were by words." 

"Yes, they were fair aad straightforward," said one of 
'he audience. "She would have nothing to complain of, 
Unless you were mistaken at the outset If she isn't mar- 
*'ie£l all square, how could she come here? There you are." 
" How ? Well, you are ad outsider dot to dow that 
^liigs dowadays are very different f rob what they were whed 
"^c were youg, Bordecai. Why, the people they allow idto 
^■especlable society id these days would have bade our 
fathers ad bothers blush. If a bad or wobad is coddected 
Vith ady fad — eved baking light of so sacred a thig as bar- 
tiagc, they will he adbitted idto the best society." 

"Dos is ver differently to us in Hamburg," said the 
German. " In Hamburg ve have yet ze ver best society 
»t may be had in all through Europe. No more cigarette 
I go to make my vay out. Come 'long." 
Dot be — dot be," said Betstein. " I have do barticular 
to fide byself in frot of ad iddigdat husbad. I bead 
ly here till the dager is past. I'll be the last to leave 

L few jocularities, Mr. Betstein's friends went off, 
: Betstein was left alone — as he thought. 
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He lit another cigarette and began to hum an op! 
air. He was a great patron of the lyric stage. 

"Mr. Belstein," said Charlie, stalking round aod faciiS 
the diamond stud, " I want to have afew words with yoii)U' 
you please." 

•' Eh," said Mr. Betstein, looking at hira from head I? 
fool. " Who bay you be, bister ?" 

" It doesn't matter who I am," said Charlie. " I wadlU 
know what it was you said to the lady who was foolsl 
enough to go with you into that room off the corridor." 

" Go to the devil." remarked Mr, Betstein with s« 
fierceness. 

"I'll do the nearest thing to it, for I'll go for you, J 
infernal Jew." said Charlie, " Now look out for yourstll.' 

Mr. Betstein may have looked out for himself, hul W 
certainly failed to look out for Charlie. The boy had d 
a good deal of fighting since he had commenced at sixyi 
of age. A good deal of promiscuous fighting can bedon* 
at intervals between the ages of six and seventeen, aWl 
Charlie Barham had lost no legitimate opportunity fl 
practicing. 

He spared Mr. Betstein's nose until Mr. Belstein tu( 
kicked him twice on the leg, and this so irritated him, ih 
he gave up all idea of resisting the temptation the nd 
offered him. That organ fared badly during the next f( 
seconds, and also Mr. Betstein's teeth, which were TCfJ 
white, and his eyes, which were very black. Than til 
caught Mr. Betstein by the back of his collar, and forced 
him with singular ease, when once he got him under war, 
down the greenhouse, until he was opposite the pond ffilli 
the gold fish and the water lilies. Indeed he only IooshI 
his hold when Mr. Betstein's toes were suddenly arrested 
by the rock work on the margin of the pond. Now. aslhe 
impetus given to the upper portion of Mr. Betstein's bodr 
was not simultaneously arrested, it would be ridiculous to 
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tat the laws of nature siiould be suspended ia his 

I while his toes remained among the rock work, 

i among ihe water lilies of the ornamental 

I that came from Mr. Eetstein the moment he 
twilh great sagacity, what must be the goal of 
(iden race, brought several of Mme. Abed Nego's 
from the palm house into the fern house. The 
; light was quite powerful enough to show ihera the 
Ig figure of Mr. Eetstein rising from the water Hiies 
burlesque of Aphrodite, and taking good care to 
tie up at the side farthest from where Charlie was 

■l 

^B Heavens ! what have you been about 7 " cried 
Hrwho watched the efforts of Mr. Betstein to 
9 footing among the stones where the maidenhair 
'ere growing. 
iice — get the bolice — ad attebted burder — dothing 

i order 1 " sobbed Mr. Betstein, and then ejected a 
Bier lily {Nympkaa alba, Linn.) from his mouth, 
pped in, Charlton," said Charlie. "I was pres- 
saw it all from the very first, Look here, you chap," 
ed out across the water that was still swaying. 
here — this is Mr. Charlton who wishes to know how 
: about. I have told him that you slipped in. You 
m so too when you have a spare moment. Nov 
you say ? " 

was ad accidet," gurgled Mr. Betstein after a pause« 
le had got rid of a fern frond {Scolopendrtum vul- 
iiat interfered with his articulation. 
ere," said Charlie. " He says it was an accident. 
as. 1 saw it. I'm going home. He had best do 
le." 

JHp house was now almost crowded, and the electric 
^feled the dilapidated figure that had once been 
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Mr. Betstein. Some sympathy was expressed— mOs 

a tongue llial sliuiiried sibilants — for the victim of theWO- 
dent ; but from shadowy nooks came the sound ol tH 
human giggle, and from the palm house the sound o' 
Inhuman laughter. 

Mr. Betstein was compelled to walk through the miilstiit 
Ihe groups who were in the palm house, and through thOSt' 
in the room beyond, aud then through the rows of footmen, 
who overdid the solemnity that they assumed to an exienl- 
that made their expression more irritating than if theyliii 
laughed outright. Through all the pitiless electric ligtit: 
shone. 

The cheers of the crowd of loafers that greeted Mi, 
Betstein's exit from the gates of Saxe-Coburg House lo hie 
hansom were heard distinctly within the man: 

" You young rascal ! " said Charlton to Charlie in a lot 
tone, and with a suppressed laugh. "You know that jTOO 
threw that poor man into the pond." 

" My goodness ! Didn't you hear him declare solcmnlf 
that it was an accident?" asked Charlie. "If you mean 
to call him a liar, Just say so, and I'll let him knowintbe 
morning. You'll have to fight him thei 

" Then you did fight him ? " 

" Look here, Charlton," said the midshipman. " Yougo 
home as soon as you can, and tell Mrs. Charlton that yon 
came in here and found that little Jew with the big dia- 
mond stud — I wish it was mine, I'd sell it— crawling like 
slimy thing — don't you forget the slimy thing — out of tbe 
pond ; and say that you found me standing on the oihet 
side of the pond with my knuckles a bit barked, but 
nothing the worse; and, above all, don't forget to say 
that the chap confessed that it was an accident." 

"What do you mean by all these instructions ?" asked 
Charlton. " What do you mean by telling me to go honW 
to my wife ? Is she not here ? " 
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DISADVANTAGES OF ELECTRIC LIGHT. Z^fk 

3fou don't deserve to be a husband, Charlton, MrsJ 
■llton felt unwell and went away more than an houM 

Why didn'l you find me aud tell me that long ago ? " I 
I could neither find you nor Miss Travers." I 

What has Miss Travers got to say to the matter ? " I 
Nothing whatever— only you had gone off with herj 
iness knows where." fl 

You are an impudent young ass, and you'll get yourselM 
trouble yet," said Charlton, turning round and walkin^M 
y with clouded brow. I 

harlie Barham stood aghast. This was the way he vas\ 
g treated by the husband of the lady who had been soj 
,sly insulted, and so amply avenged \ Was it for thi^ 
lad barked his knuckles on the white teeth of Mr.B 
iteiii ? I 

I wonder if you know as much mathematics as 
Id pass you for sub-lieutenant," said a low voice behincfl 

ie turned. Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh was standing in the! 
low of a palm. I 

I know as much mathematics as would pass me for anj 
iral of the fleet," said Charlie. " No man in thefl 
ish Navy can possibly know more than a senior mid-J 
man. I'm senior midshipman. We represent thej 
king strain of education in the navy. It takes a chapi 
ly all the rest of his life forgetting what he knew wheiJ 
ras senior midshipman. There are even some admiralaJ 
haven't quite forgotten all — they are not many, how-fl 

And is there any particular ship you'd like to haveB 
rlh in when you do pass." I 

Rather ! Let me once get aboard the Mollymawk and I 
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"Great Admiral ! You have never heard of the Molly- 
tnawk — Mediterranean squadron ? " 

" I'm ashamed to say that I never did." 

" And you are something in the government ? " 

" Something. The Mollymawk, Good-night to you." 

He moved away before Charlie could raise his barked 
knuckles in the direction of his forehead. 

The lad remained pensive for a few minutes. Then he 
gradually realized that the interview which he had just had 
with the Minister of Annexation was the most important in 
which he had ever had a share. The interviews which he 
had had with naval dignitaries did not invariably leave 
a satisfactory impression when they had passed. Here, 
however, was a dignitary who, though he had not attained 
to the brass button and cocked hat degree of eminence, 
was still regarded as occupying a respectable position, and 
the result of the interview with him was of a most pleasing 
nature. 

" Unless he's the most confounded sneak in the world, 
I'm a made man," said Charlie. 

He executed a few steps of a graceful dance known as 
the hornpipe, and then became suddenly thoughtful. The 
night was getting on, the ices would not last forever. The 
soup stage was approaching — soup in cups. 

He made a very wry face in anticipation of this period 
of decadence, and went off to secure another ice — not 
pineapple — while yet there was time. 

He succeeded. The demand for ices had become 
languid. He was helped to one that was not quite so 
solid as it might have been. It was his seventh. It was 
very refreshing. Then he wondered if there was any 
champagne cup handy. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

ON THE APPROACH OF DAWN. 

BERTHA sat alone in her drawing room awaiting the 
return of Julian. She could not tell him what had 
occurred. How could she bring herself to repeat the 
words that that man had spoken in her ear in that luxurious 
apartment beyond the Cairo doorway ? She shuddered as 
she recalled the words. What sort of men were these who 
were asked to the houses of presumably respectable — cer- 
tainly wealthy — people ? Were there many like the one 
whom she had just met, she wondered. 

She had an impulse to fly — anywhere — anywhere — away 
from London and London society. Julian had told her 
that she would be received with enthusiasm in London, 
where the people were not so narrow-minded as those in 
Brackenshire. He had spoken truly. She had been wel- 
comed into society ; and this was what it meant — this 
feeling of horror and loathing — not only of the wretch who 
had insulted her, but of herself. She was conscious that a 
change had come over her. She felt that she was no 
longer the pure-minded girl who had worshiped the most 
beautiful ideals and had endeavored to realize them in her 
daily life. She had worshiped the ideal love, and her wor- 
ship had led to this feeling of self-abasement — of humiliation 
to a lower depth than had ever been reached (she thought) 
by any other woman who had ever lived in the world. 

And then she suddenly remembered the way in which 
Julian had gone from her presence in this very drawing 
room. Bitterness that she could not account for had beea 
in his tone. 

an 
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Could she account for it now ? 

Was it possible that her eyes were only now opened ^ 
her position, while Julian's had been open all the time- 
Was it possible that he had ceased to have that respect fot 
her which a husband should have for his wife, if they were 
to live together in harmony ? Was it possible that be 
retained for Marian Travers that feeling which he had had 
for her — according to Charlie Barham's story — before the 
steamer had anchored off St. Helena ? 

He had been by the side of Marian Travers all the 
evening ; and, perhaps, the reason why he did not return 
to his house was that he preferred remaining by the side of 
Marian Travers. 

This was the last of Bertha's tumult of thoughts. 

She rose from her chair, and stood leaning against a 
cabinet above which a mirror hung. She saw the reflection 
of her pale face in the glass by the light of the wax candles 
in the sconces. The face seemed to her that of a stranger, 
and, moreover, a stranger for whom she entertained no 
feeling of regard. 

Was her life wrecked ? 

When Julian returned he appeared to her also in the 
light of a stranger, so great was the strain to which she 
had been subjected by her tumultuous thoughts. 

He expressed his regret that she had been indisposed. 
Perhaps she had been doing too much lately. He was 
sorry he had not heard that she had left Saxe-Coburg 
House until late in the night, he said. 

" It was a pity that you had to leave so early," he added. 
" We had a great scene — I would not have missed it for 
worlds. It appears that our young friend Charlie has been 
entertaining an ancient grudge against a certain Mr. 
Betstein — a fellow who was left a few millions by his 
father — and he thought he could not do better than fight 
it out with Betstein in one of the greenhouses. He fought 
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He watched her silently. All at once he rcmeaitj&rv^ 
having seen SirEcroyd Fairleigh in the course of [he nlgliL 
A terrible thought seized him in its grasp. 

"We could not have been more than an hour at that 
place when you were — let us say, indisposed," he remarked. 
" Not more, I am sure," she said without looking up, 
"Then how were you brought here? The brougham 
was not lo return until one o'clock." 

"Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh was good enough to offer me his 
brougham," she replied. " He only intended remaining a 
short time, and the brougham waited for him," 

"Quite so," said he after a pause. "Thai was very 
obliging of Sir Ecroyd. I think I shall go to the smoking 
room, if you don't mind. My cigarette will not improve 
your condition, and I can see that you are iu a slate of 
nervous prostration." 

" No, no, do not go," she moaned. " Stay wtlh me ; 
God knows I need you — someone who can help me," 
I "How can I help you?" said he coldly. "I cannot 
■fcope to be a help to a woman whose will is sufficiently 
^Strong to make the strongest men her slaves. 1 am only a 
ftpQor thing, Vou have shown yourself to be stronger than 
Bt' could ever hope to be. I can only leave- you alone. 
■?our own thoughts will, no doubt, be a help and a comfort 
Wto you at this time." 

■ He had left the room before she could speak^before 
Kshe could comprehend what his words meant. 

K What did his words mean ? 

B She tried to think, hut utterly failed in her attempt 

^Q'he tone that he had adopted was exactly the same as thai 

Kvhich had caused her to leave the drawing room at the. 

tpourt, 

\ In an instant she sprang to her feet. 

■ "Oh, my God !" she cried wildly. "Can it be possible 
Rtliat he has lost all respect for mc. as I have lost all for 
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Do men change like this when they have lived 
I for a few months? Is that love which was 
indaLion of this union of ours no more certain basis 
that ceremony which goes by the name of marriage?" 
'o more cerlain ? When had she ever heard of a man 
s Julian Charlton, when less than two months married 
*** Such a woman as herself, adopting such a tone of bitter- 
"^ss as she had just heard from his lips ? 

"V'ouiig wives had told her of the trials to which they had 
'^^en subjected owing to the shortness of temper of their 
^^spective husbands. Butshe had never heard a complaint 
''^^piecting the first six months of marriage. It nearly 
*'^'Ways took a year to develop the husband's temper to the 
*^^aring point. Was it possible that the bond of union 
^h Sell existed between herself and Julian was weaker than 
*^^ other bond to withstand the daily strains of life ? And 
'th these vain questionings there was forced upon her 
^ ^ most important inquiry of all ; " If the first Hvo months 
^^ our union have ended like this, what future may we 
*^ ticipate ? " 

Once more she was lying on the sofa with her face buried 
t»on one of its pillows. She felt that she could not face 
^ch a future as appeared before her eyes. 

And the most hopeless aspect of the case was that she 

*^It that she loved him as much as she had ever done. 

^hc loved him so well that she felt strong enough to sepa- 

^■^te herself from him for evermore, if that would make him 

I ^appy. 

\ U had actually come to this. She no longer fell back on 

I the assurance that they were bound together by a tie that 
I admitted of no severing — the tie of love— God's best gift 
■ to man— the bondage of soul to soul. 
^^ She had never spent so miserable a night in all her lit?, 
^^L^e the -exquisite dawn forced its way through ibe bl 
^^^^n room and glimmered upon the various objecj 
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smooth surfaces, a longing seized her to return to her old 
home among the blue gums and thci interminable pastures 
that she knew so well. Why had she ever left that land ? 
People had laughed and shaken their heads on hearing of 
her intention to travel, and to learn by observation what 
life in various parts of the world meant. They had been 
right when they had suggested in their own way, and so 
far as anyone can suggest anything to a young woman witbi 
an income of twelve thousand a year, that she had no bQ^\- 
ness to set out on a search of this nature. 
It had come to this with her. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 



E watched her as he gave Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates oi 
Shantyville, Ky., the best advice in his power respect- 
J the most effective design for tlie costume she had set] 
" heart on wearing at a certain fancy ball. It was 
:.« place in July, at a hotel which an American milliona 
s about to hire for a week for the entertainment of hii 
ends. 

They were standing in joyous groups around one of 
eat drawing rooms of Lady Ashenthorpe's town housi 
'icb, as everyone knows, is in Grosvenor Gariii 
'fcenthorpe, so soon as she perceived that Bertha wi 
'iled everywhere in London, had no hesitation in leavii 
*"ds upon her, and asking her, not to the dinner whictb] 
*nl Ashenlhorpe had suggested, but to this " At Home, 
*ich was supposed to be very select, only four orfive hun. 
cd persons having been invited. 
Sertha and Julian had, of course, been forced apai 
Portly after reaching the drawing rooms ; and now he 

Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates' group, and she was seated betweei 
Royal Academician and her old friend the Farliamentj 
uisance. The government were in great hope that, 
idicious treatment of the Nuisance, he might be made 
itolerable to the enemies of the government as he n 
as to the members of the government themselves. 
;ad wall which, upon ordinary occasions, may seem but 
ritating blot on the landscape, may, in time of war, serve 
1 an invaluable protection to a skirmishing party. When 
) unpleasant question wati put to the head of any depart' 
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meat, the Nuisance was put up to ask of the same right 
honorable gentleman a counter-question tending to show 
that the opposition should be the last people in the world 
to ask the original question. In the five minutes bickering 
which followed between the Speaker, the Nuisance, and 
the inquiring opposition, the head of the department was 
usually able to escape returning a direct answer to the 
irritant. The Nuisance had thereby become a persona 
grata with the government, and received invitations to the 
ordinary departmental entertainments. He had thus almost 
come to think of himself as an actual member of the . 
government. 

Julian watched Bertha talking to the Royal Academi- 
cian — he had a few pictures still unsold which he thought, 
would serve admirably to indicate to an Australian colony 
the existing state of English art. (His estimate of their 
value was certainly a correct one, assuming that a period oi 
decadence in English art has set in.) 

But while she was talking to the Royal Academician she 
was also listening while the Nuisance recounted to her his 
recent triumphs. He had actually been called to order 
four times in the course of the previous day, which was, of 
course, Tuesday. 

Julian watched her while he was giving his advice to Mrs. 
Cyrus P. Bates regarding the costume. Royalty, it was 
generally understood, was anxious that Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates 
should do credit to the greatest republic the world has 
ever known. Royalty was naturally interested in protect- 
ing the greatest republic from the possibility of a charge 
of incompleteness being leveled against it by anyone who 
might fancy that Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates was not a great social 
success, in the British drawing room as well as in the princi- 
pality of Monte Carlo. 

The fundamental principle of the forthcoming fancy ball 
was as graceful as it was original. The characters were not 



^^^^^V ON ri/E PLUNGE. '^4^1 

^^^nresent such abstractions as Night — silver stars o^H 

^^Blc lace ; or Winter — plenty of swansdown and holly^ T^^l 

^Hnchen — a fair wig ; or Commercial Enterprise— a SaM^H 

^Hon lass's uniform ; or Pleasure — gauze wings ; or i^^| 

Praraa in England— short petticoats and a cigarette. TB^^H 

abstractions were not to find a place at the entertainm^^H 

The characters were to be got up on the principle of itl^^| 

trating lines of poetry, " Believe me if all those endear^^f 

young charms " was the line that Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates iio^^^f 

lo illustrate. It was said that royalty had suggested ^^| 

adopting it, discountenancing a line she had chosen f<^^| 

a bard of the greatest republic that the world had <J^H 

known — " I want a chaw of terbaccer, and that's what's'n^H 

matter with me." What did Mr. Charlton think of^^^l 

matter, she wondered. j^^| 

Mr. Charlton thought that a capital line for a yo^^f 

American widow would be " Silent, upon a peak ^H 

Darien." ^^| 

" Upon how much ?" asked Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates. 

" A peak in Darien," said Julian. " All you will have to 

do is to remain speechless for the entire eveiiiug," 

" You are the most impolite gentleman I have met since 
I came to Europe," said Mrs, Cyrus P. Bates. " You know 
as well as I do that if I desiderated that character I'd burst 
my corsets trying to contain my speech. Besides, I don't 
take piques — if I did I opine that I should leave you to 

freeze here ; and as for peaks in Nary Ann " 

" Darien," suggested Julian. 

iSOh, get along with you ! " cried Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates, 
■h-a lunge in tierce of her fan. " 1 don't go to Habakkuk 
Hopkins' saloons a."! anything that hints at silence. No. 
pt's the matter with 'Believe me if all those endearing 
I charms ' ? " 
K<>Ehing whatever," said Julian. ^^h 

B was still sitting by the side of the Academicia^^H 
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could see. But was there not a certain anxious, expectant 
look in her face ? 

What did that look mean ? 

Was she counting the moments till someone should 
arrive ? 

The Green Scandinavian Band was heard in the distance. 
It was performing a selection from " Lucrezia Borgia," and 
had just reached the charming bolero, " fl segreto per esser 
felice." 

He listened, and watched, and laughed. 

" II segreto per esser felice." 

Had he found it ? Was he any nearer the discovery than 
he had been six months ago ? Was the secret to be attained 
by watching the girl who "had laid down for his sake all that 
woman holds dear ? 

He knew in the depths of his heart that she was faithful 
to him ; but it is not into the depths of his own heart that a 
man looks when the madness of jealousy seizes hold upon 
him. It is not even into the depths of his own reason. If 
Othello had taken a pencil and a slate and had made a small 
calculation, he would have found out, if he possessed the 
rudiments of mathematics, that it was impossible that Des- 
detnona could have been unfaithful to him. 

Julian Charlton could not apply the most ordinary reason- 
ing to his own case in regard to Bertha. That whisper was 
still in his ear : " She is bound to you by no tie that may 
not be severed in a moment." 

Several men approached her. Most of them were well 
known in the world. He could see that, all the time she 
was talking with them, the same unsatisfied look was on her 
face. Was she not watching and waiting for someone who 
had not yet come to her side ? 

After a few minutes he saw her moving out of the room 
with her hand on the arm of a distinguished peer who was 
the head of Lord Ashenthorpe*s department. 



ON THE PLUNGE. 

His eyes followed her. How beautiTuI she looked!* 
There was no woman in the room who could compare with 
her. For a moment he felt proud of her; but in another 
instant that cold doubt relumed lo him. He fell, when 
looking at her, as a man might fee! who is in possession of 
a certain charming property, but who knows that he has no 
title-deeds, and that, consequenlly, he may be turned adrift 
at any moment. What is the noblest property in the world 
to anyone so long as the title-deeds are in the possession 
of someone else ? What was all the grace of that woman 
to him so long as he felt that she was bound to him by do 
tic that was recognized by the law ? 

That was precisely what his relationship with her 
inounted to. 

Then the Green Scandinavians passed from the " Lucre-" 
I "selection to one from " Rigoletto." "11 segreto per 
felice " had dwindled into " La donna e mobile." 
The cynical phrases with the mocking laughter came to 

i ears. 

\ The assurance that "la donna fe mobile" was not com- 

rting to him in his present mood. If woman was fickle 

(Ow could he ever hope to retain Bertha, so long as there 

^V^ no bond between them ? 

Then, like many other men suffering from a like malady, 
gave a sort of "it-will-all-be-the-same-in-a-hundred- 
iars " laugh, and plunged. 
It is on record that some men, in the absence of the 
" title-deeds of the estates on which they were living, began 
a steady course of drinking, with a view to avert their 
thoughts from the subject of those same title-deeds. Others 
have been known to take to pigeon shooting at Hurling- 
ham. Several have commenced throwing away their money 
in the maddest way, while others have endeavored to accom- 
plish this purpose by means of backing horses to win certain 
races. The fruit of that counterfeit tree of knowledge 
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which grows in the middle of Fool's Paradise is among 
the least satisfying of the products of the vegetable 
kingdom. *" 

Perhaps, on the whole, the best way of diverting one's 
thoughts from a catastrophe which one feels to be impend- 
ing is to plunge, as Julian Charlton did, into a crowd of 
men and women and cast all care and sense to the winds. 

He found himself once more in Mrs. Cyrus P. Bates' 
group, and he laughed louder even than Mrs. Cyrus P. 
Bates at some jest of unspeakable silliness. He got to the 
side of a young woman who had obtained a reputation in 
society for being ill-treated by her husband, and who was, 
consequently, treated with such lavish kindness by other 
men — anxious, no doubt, to counterbalance the domestic 
brutality of which she was a victim — that it was' surpris- 
ing the husband did not complete his villainy by bringing 
her into the divorce court. Julian Charlton plunged with 
her. He took her hand and looked into the center of those 
black ovals where her eyes were situated. Did she not 
yearn for sympathy, he asked her. She returned his pres- 
sure, and, after an eloquent pause, wondered where she 
could have an ice. 

" Great Heavens ! is it come to that ? " he cried. " O 
Heavens ! that men should be such brutes ! " 

She looked at him and sighed. 

** I never complain," she murmured. " It is my lot. 
The sooner it's over, the sooner to sleep. We must be ' 
resigned." 

" Poor child ! Poor child ! " he murmured. " You are 
all unmeet for a wife. You are not a woman — you are a 
flower — in everything but the flower's frailty." 

"You are dangerous," she whispered. 

" I know it," he answered. " For God's sake don't look 
at me like that. You do not know what it is to have a 
strong man's soul in your keeping." 
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** You are dangerous — terribly dangerous ! " she whis- 
pered again. " I should so much like an ice." 

She put her hand on his arm and he led her down among 
the palms — there are more palms in London during the 
season than may be found in the densest of African forests 
— among the- palms, and the faint lights, and the soft sounds 
of the Green Scandinavians, and provided her with the ice 
for which she was longing. He himself inquired for a 
brandy and soda. He seated himself beside her on the 
low divan, that seemed nothing but a confused mass of satin 
cushions, and talked to her in whispers. 

While he sat there a man passed by the nook apparently 
without noticing him, and went up the staircase. 

He knew the figure of Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh. 

Another man appeared, and glared through the palm 
leaves. He was a very young man and had the reputation 
for being the most comforting of all the ill-treated lady's 
comforters. 

"Come in,'* said Charlton ; "there's lots of room for 
everybody here. I am only an understudy." 

" Come in, if you are a good boy," said the ill-treated 
lady. " I am not sure that you are a good boy. I don't 
like that look of yours. It verges on the sulky." 

" I've been looking for you," said the youth. " You 
might have remained upstairs for a bit, I think." 

" Go away — go away," said the lady. " I won*t have any 
sulky boys near me." 

" The understudy gracefully yields to the principal," 
said Julian, rising. 

" What, you are going ? " said the lady. " I don't think this 
is kind, just as you were getting interesting, too. I never 
found you an interesting person before, Mr. Charlton." 

" Alas," said he. ** Alas ! If I do not go now, I may 
not be — never mind ! Flight sometimes shows more bravery 
than fight." 
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He played the part very well, and he was aware of this 
fact. He felt a sort of artistic exultation at that moment. 
Clearly there were no better means of diverting unpleasant 
reflections than this. It was infinitely superior to brandy, 
that refuge of the inartistic. To be sure, he had had some 
brandy in some soda wiater, but not such a quantity as 
would make an appreciable difference to him. 






CHAPTER XLVII. 



AFTER THE PLUNGE. 

I AT the door of one of the drawing rooms he was met by 
ml\ Marian Travers, as usual, with a new chaperon — a very 
■.•decrepit one this time, with shoulder blades and the title of 
Itnarchioness. She certainly seemed to possess more shoul- 
yfler blades than are allowed even to dowager duchesses. 
"Who is that case of cutlery?" whispered Charlton, 
ftvhen he had pressed Marian's hand with the utmost 
K^enderness. 

" Hush," said she. " Ladp Lyonesse has got the quickest 
Bears of any human being." 

" They are large," said he. " She is the barley crop of 
She peerage ; all straw, beard, and ears." 

The appearance of the dowager marchioness might, 

L^rictly speaking, have justified this description, for, un- 

Idoubtedly, no one acquainted with the proportion of the 

Ifauman frame would look for so noble a frontal bust on 

fei woman whose shoulder blades were developed with such 

■ vxtraordinary emphasis ; and it could not be said that the 

■lady's chin was perfectly smooth ; but the accuracy of the 

rdescription did not compensate for its suggestion of vulgaf 

^tisolence. 

"We must move away from here if you mean to talk 

I that strain," said Marian, smiling. She perceived in 

, moment what was Julian Charlton's mood. She had 

% faculty for perceiving the varying moods of men and of 

jfeeating them accordingly. It was her discreet exercise of 

ifais faculty that had caused Cyril Soutbcote to ask her to 

e his wife. 
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*• With all my heart," he replied. " I have found the 
most charming seat in the house — a nest among the palms 
on the first landing." 

" You are too absurd," said she. " Do you actually 
fancy that I " 

" I do," he said. " I know my own heart, and when 
a man knows his own heart he has gone a long way 
toward knowing the heart of the one who is nearest to 
him." 

** Nearest to him, did you say ? " she asked in a low 
tone. 

** You did not fancy that nearest was the word that 
I said?" he murmured. "And yet — well, I dare say you 
are discreet ; better assume that I said nearest, not^ — -" 

" Hush," she whispered with her lips and her fan. " L^^ 
us sit here where we can watch the crowd." 

" What are they to us ? " said he. 

" Nothing whatever — more than wives aiid fiandes^ and 
controllers of income tax, and the controllers of the con- 
trollers of the income tax — ministers of grace and ministers 
of annexation." 

"Who are just the opposite, you would seem to 
suggest." 

" By no means ; only it is remarkable how one's pro- 
fessional instincts are sometimes carried into one's social 
life. The Minister of Annexation." 

" Where is that person just now ? " asked Julian. 

"Sir Ecroyd, do you mean?" asked Marian. "Why, 
where should he be unless by the side of the most beautiful 
woman in London ? Mrs. Charlton is to be congratulated 
upon her conquest. He came into the room just now and 
crushed his way up to her at once. And everyone looks on 
him as a confirmed woman-hater. Of course she is only 
amusing herself with him." 

" Where are they now ? " asked Julian. 
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Goodness knows ; they must have gone off by another 
door. You are quite right, this place is stifling." 

She rose and hastened to the door. 

He laughed, but the impression which' his laugh con- 
veyed was exactly the same as that produced by a 
sob. 

" There is nothing stifling in my palm nook,** said he. 
" Put your hand on my arm. What, can you not trust 
me?'* he whispered, with a reproachful glance. He flat- 
tered himself that he was becoming nrore of an artistic 
success every moment. 

** Trust you ?*' said she. " Alas, it is not you whom I can- 
not trust,** 

" I am glad of that,*' he murmured. " You are right. 
Oh, those days which we had together on the Flats, with 
Table Mountain in the distance ! " 

They had descended. A glance assured him that, as he 
had anticipated, the ill-treated lady and her comforting 
youth had disappeared from the seat among the palms. 
There were much more secluded nooks upstairs where the 
guests rarely ventured. The ill-treated lady was, however, 
adventurous. 

" Could anything be more grateful or gracious ? " said 
Julian, as Marian sank into the embrace of the great satin 
cushions, catching a glimpse at the same instant of the 
point of a fan projecting beyond the gilt edge of a Louis 
Seize screen a few yards behind where Julian was standing. 
Above the screen, toward a Seaforth palm and beneath its 
fronds, there was, she knew, a seat. She had often seen 
and coveted that fan. Even now, catching a glimpse of the 
top of it, her thought was : 

" It might have been mine if the steamer had not called 
at St. Helena.** 

" Is the nook less entrancing than I painted it?** asked 
Julian. 
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" It IS Paradise," she murmured. 

" It is — it is," he said, seating himself slowly by her si( 
It was not a particularly capacious divan. " Paradis( 
he continued. " Paradise. Yes — down to ^he forbidd^ -^^ 
fruit." 

A ripple of laughter as low as that which makes the peF 
bles whisper " hush '* by the moonlight on the strand 
ripples love to kiss. ^ 

" And the tempter," she murmured. 

" Not I— not I," he said. " I am the tempted." 

" Not you, Mr. Charlton," she cried, with another ripp! 
of laughter. 

" Heaven knows," he murmured. " What were our worc^ ^^ 
together before we parted last night ? " 

" Heaven knows ; I have forgotten.' 

" I have not." 

" Better forget ; I have made up my mind to forget thenr ^. 
If I had not I should not have allowed you to speak to icrme 
as a friend to-night." 

" But you have allowed me." 

" But that subject is banned." 

** Why should it be banned ? " 

"Oh, you make me lose all patience with you," she sa^^d 
in a louder tone. " The most beautiful woman in Englan^d 
— so a man remarked as your wife entered — the most bea'^*-^* 
tiful woman in England is your wife." 

** No," he replied in the same tone ; " I have no wife=^ -' 

" Mr. Charlton ! " 

" I tell you what is the truth : I have no wife." 

" You mean to tell me that you are a free man ? " 

" I am a free man." 

** I could not have believed it. I remembered how M^^s. 

— how — well, you cannot forget how everyone aboard t '^c 

steamer believed that she was the daughter of a convict * 

thought that she had on\y avm^^ ^x. Tc^a^wx^ ^ lool o( 
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X-aily RiTshton. I look it for granted that you were 
married." 

"Then you took too much for grante?J ; we were never 
married." 

" And yet everyone visited her." 

"That is everyone's own lookout. Oh, I cannot talk 
over this miserable business." 

He had risen to his feet. 

She rose with some reluctance. What was the good of 
his making this confession if he meant to go away, she 
wondered. 

" It is a miserable business," she remarked as she put 
her hand on his arm. "You have my sympathy — all the 
sympathy of my heart." 

" Thank yon, thank you," said he as he led her up the 
staircase. His mood had changed in a moment. The 
force of making that confession — of saying those words, 
"she is not my wife," had altered his mood in a moment. 
He had no further desire to plunge. The conditions of the 
pastime in which he had been indulging were changed. It 
was becoming dangerous. 

There was protection in the neighborhood of the shoulder 
blades of the marchioness. He saw them gleaming like 
crossed sabers in a trophy of arms. 

" You have my sympathy," she murmured. " Do you not 
believe me ? Oh, here is that tiresome Cyril. Vou will not 
leave me with him ? " 

" I have no choice," said he. 

" You are a weak man," said she, somewhat scornfully. 
" You were weak once before, and misery was the result ; 
you are weak again, and must I have thought for both 
of us ? " 

He did not answer. The mood of acting had passed 
from him. She had made him an artistic failure because 
she had insisted on taking bira seriously. Wt\.a.i, ■iVMvw.Nsaa. 
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the comedian if you stop him every now and again to insist 
on his explaining his jokes ? 

Julian considered himself lucky when Lord Ashentbori">^ 
took him by the arm and led him away to intrust him, ^^^ 
an old friend, with the sacred duty of entertaining the wi ^^ 
of the chief of his department. 

"I am in luck," said Cyril to Marian. "Sir Ecro^^^ 
Fairleigh met me on the stairs just now — he was coming '•^ P 
with Charlton's wife — and in ten words offered me a capit ^^^ 
post in the administration of the newly acquired Calipa^^^"^ 
Islands. I told him our relations, and he shook his hesi-<^- 
* Try the Calipash Islands for a year at any rate before y<:^^ 
think of marriage,' said he. That was all. What shall ^ 
say to him ? " 

" I give you Sir Ecroyd's advice," she replied. "Try t't*^ 
Calipashes for a year, and let it be understood in the mtSLi^' 
time that we are not fettered by any engagement." 

" Oh, no, not that," said he. 

" But I insist on it," she cried. " I begin to think tfcrat 
you are a poor thing." 

"And I am only beginning to think that you are. t^^^ 
most generous woman in the world," said he. " To tell y ^^ 
the truth, I got a letter to-day from my father. It is v^O' 
rough and contains some passages regarding the aspects of 
marriage as associated with starvation, which are too ind ^^' 
cate even for a father who is noted for his indelicacy." 

" Had you not better go to Sir Ecroyd and tell him tb^t 
you accept the post ? " said Marian. 

" I have already accepted it," said he. " I knew that I 
could rely on your good sense." 

" Did you ?" said she with more than a touch of- scorn, 

for no girl likes to be accused of good sense. " Did you? 

Then that only makes me the more certain that there should 

be no engagement between us. I dare say you have to thank f ir 

'^Narlton for having pleaded for you, so you would be 
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acting wisely to tell Mr. Charlton that you mean to thank 
"'s wife, whose influence over Sir Ecroyd is so marked. 
'^u might also add what I have said about our engage- 
ment." 
'" It will require tact," said Cyril; "but I flatter myself 
**-t 1 am not only equal to the tasit of administering the 
'■'^^ernment of the Calipash Archipelago, but also to the 
^^4t of making the needful explanation of gratitude to 
^'^ -anion." 

, . -^e went off with a light heart in search of Charlton ; but 

, ^ capacity was not equal to the task of approaching him ; 

*" when Charlton had entertained, so far as was in his 

^^"wer to entertain, and so far as it was in her power to 

^ceive entertainment, the wife of Lord Ashenthorpe's 

*iief. he put on his hat and his overcoat and took a walk 

^^ far as Hampstead. As Hampstead is some miles from 

V*rosvenor Gardens, it was almost six o'clock in the morn- 

'*lg before he got to bis own house. He had been walking 

^Jgard for five hours, but he had not succeeded in getting 

^d of that feeling of self-abasement which bad possessed 

^oi the moment he had said those words, " She is not my 

" to Marian T ravers. 

l It was on the heights of Hampstead that the truth came 

He knew how much he loved Bertha. He knew 

pbat he had behaved basely to her — that he had made her 

; wretched. False to him ! Was he a fool that, believ- 

r she could be false to him, he should leave her alone 

jid walk northward miles away from her? He knew now 

bat his jealousy was madness. And yet this madness had 

^d such an effect upon him that he had said those words 

^ibose false words, to a girl whom he almost despised — 

|%She is not my wife," 

' He would go to Bertha in the morning and confess all, 
lad ask her forgiveness, and then — ~ 
IWhat then ? 
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^H Was he certain that he should never again heai 
^^vords whispered in his ear, " She is bound to you by no" 






He had aSmost reached his own house before he had 
resolved that he would implore of her to marry him as the 
people around them married. If she refused his entreaty 
[be fell that he was strong enough to leave her. 

It would be belter for him to leave her forever than to 

iniinue making her life wretched. 

When he opened his door with his latchkey he vrenl 
upstairs and into one of the bedrooms. Hastily taking oS 
some of his clothes, he threw himself, thoroughly exhHusteJ 
in body and spirit, on the bed and slept soundly for sumE 
hours. 

Awaking, he found that it was almost noon. He bas- 
teried to his bath-room and thence to his dressing lOolB- 

!e started, seeing his haggard face in a glass. 

His man brought him a letter, and then inquired nhtt 
ilothes he meant to wear — did he mean to ride befOK 
mcheon, or was he going to drive. 

The letter was in Bertha's handwriting; it contaii"<i 

ily a few words. 

" / overheard what you said. You are right. Ypu i"^ 

ee." 

" When did Mrs. Charlton go out ? " he asked the man 

" Very early, sir. Having to catch the 8.35 she had l" 
have here at eight." 
1 " I wonder did she go by Paddington," said he. 

" No, sir, by Waterloo ; 1 heard her direct the hansom 
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The man left the dressing room, his mind satisfied as to 
the exact tint of the trousers his master meant to wear. 

The next moment his master had fallen into a chair, 
staring with wild eyes at* that paper which he held in his 
hand. 

" Too late — too late," were the words that his lips sought 
tS frame. 

All his thoughts found expression in those words. His 
repentance had come too late. 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

ON THE BEGINNING OF A QUEST. 

HE went to the room that she had occupied. The maids 
had not invaded it. The impression that that white 
body had made in the bed was still visible. The pillow bore 
the impression of her fair head. He put his face down to it 
The instant he did so he shuddered. There was a cold 
dampness on the pillow that caused him to feel as if he had 
touched the face of one who was just dead. 

He knew that the pillow had been wet with her tears. He 
looked around the room to find, if it were possible, some 
clew to her flight. In what direction had she gone ? She 
had ordered the hansom to drive to Waterloo Terminus. 
Had she taken the train at Waterloo ? If so, what station 
had her ticket been for ? At whose suggestion did she go 
to that station, whatever it was ? 

No letter, no paper, no clew did he find. 

He went downstairs to his solitary lunch, glancing cas- 
ually at the newspaper as the dishes were being brought in- 
He flattered himself that none of the servants could notice 
any change in his demeanor. If the servants fancied that 
their mistress had fled from the house no earthly power 
could avert the scandal that would follow. It was his hope 
to find Bertha, to throw himself at her feet, and to persuade 
her to return with him. 

After his walk to Hampstead he had, he remembered? 
made up his mind that if she refused to go through the 
ceremony of marriage with him he would leave her. She 
had taken the first step, however, and had left him alone. 

When he had risen from the table all the burden of hi^ 
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1 he would not i 



arae back 

Slie must 

id against 

He IV as 



inly 

inditions. 

she must ! Even though he had sini 

a woman and she would forgive hin 

ferthy of her — he was a brute ever to have — no, not 

Hcted her, only fancied that he had suspected her. 

p had been mad — mad — mad as no man had ever been 

That jealousy had been madness — il had possessed 

^11 those days, making him Incapable of reasoning. 

J given lip her pure life to him, and yet he had been 

> when other men had been near her. That was a 

lus thing, he felt. Let him but get her back, and he 

1 compass her with his love so that her life would be 

feng dream of happiness. 

^t is what some men think when their wives are dead. 
I usually marry again at the end of the year ; but their 
\ of happiness is not more enduring than the 
moon. 

1 all Julian Charlton's reflections, he never enter, 
of the possibility of blame being 
led to himself for having failed to protect Bertha from 
Wti theories of life and of the union of a man and a 
Il never occurred to him that he was deserving of 
1 for having made up his mind to possess her, 
1 feeling in his heart that her theories — she called 
ifrinciples — were founded upon a perfect knowledge 
in and woman should be, not of what man and 
He had come to perceive in the course of his 
nidst of various communities that, while many 
i took a great pleasure iu promulgating theories 
sting the world to come, no large proportion of such 
8 considered themselves called on to make their own 
illustrative of the value of their theories. 
I yet, for the sake of possessing that girl, he had 
Y pretended to her that he believed that her theories 
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would constitute a sound practical rule of life. Itwasnot,'^ 
however, upon this point that he reflected now that hCi 
found himself alone. All his thoughts were turned totlic 
question of how to bring her back to him. 

In what direction was he to look for her ? 

If he suspected her of the least measure of unfaithful- 
ness to him even in thought, he would certainly have at 
least considered the possibility of her being near the man 
who had aroused his jealousy. But now it seemed that he 
was in his right mind — that the madness of jealousy had 
left him, for he never entertained the notion that she might 
have been controlled in her action by Sir Ecroyd Fairieigh. 

In what direction was he to look for her ? 

After some thought he came to the conclusion that the 
fact of her having given the driver of the hansom directions 
to go to Waterloo meant nothing. She would probably 
have given the man another direction when he had taken 
her some distance away. Then {he thought flashed across 
him: " Why might she not have returned to her aunt in 
Chelsea ? " 

He started up from where he had been sitting and seized 
his hat. He could hardly doubt that she had gone to Chel- 
sea. She would naturally seek to return to her former life, 
he felt. Jhat would be the simplest step that she could 
take. He had heard long ago of young women threatening J 
to return to their mothers at the first inconsiderate word 
that was uttered by their husbands. They rarely went 
back to their mothers ; it was, unfortunately, their mothers 
who usually came to them, he knew, with a view of relieving 
the strained relations between the husband and the wife. 
There were on record, he believed, cases in which the inter- 
position of the wife's mother failed to make the household 
life a perpetual harmony. However this might be, he felt - 
that it was almost certain that Bertha had returned to the 
side of Mrs. Hardy. HeVva^xvo ^^%vt^ ^ot another inter- 
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vie^W with Mr. Hardy. It was humiliating enough for him 
to feel that the prediction of this commonplace prophet had 
beei> amply realized, without the need for the extreme deg- 
radation of coming into the presence of the prophet with 
the confession that the prediction had been realized. 

"VVhat did it matter how he was humiliated — how he was 
^^Si^aded, if only he succeeded in inducing Bertha to return 
to him? 

lie got into a hansom, and all the time that he was driv- 
^^S through the park and down Sloane Street he was think- 
^^g what he should say to her to induce her to return to 

He did not arrive at a conclusion that could possibly be 
regarded as satisfactory. What words could he say to her 
that should make her forget the words which she had over- 
heard when he had been by the side of Marian Travers ? 

The hansom pulled up at the house he had once known 
so well. The brass plate bearing the name of Mr. Hardy, 
and stating his connection with the Carnisolist Society, was 
extremely bright. From this fact he judged that the Hardys 
had just obtained a new maid servant. 

He judged aright. After a preliminary scrutiny of him 
through two leveled laths of the Venetian blind at one of 
the windows, a strange servant opened the door. To ask 
a stranger if Mrs. Charlton was in the house would be to 
evoke a gaze of bewilderment that might make further 
inquiry difficult. He asked for Mrs. Hardy. 

Mrs. Hardy was not in the house, and the servant 
declined to pledge her word as to the exact hour when she 
would return. Yes, Mr. Hardy was within. 

He was. Before Julian had concluded his inquiries the 
secretary of the carnisolists appeared at the door of the room 
to the left. He was in his shirt sleeves and held a pen. 

" What, Mr. Charlton ? '* he cried. " Pray come in, sir. 
What a summer we're having. The heat is abnormal — not 
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good for us, Mr. Charlton — not good for the carnisolists. 
Our membership increases materially in the winter. People 
don't mind binding themselves down to eat nothing but- 
meat in the winter ; but strawberries and new peas are 
great temptations. The flesh is weak at such times, Mr. 
Charlton, in every sense." 

** Has my wife been here this morning, Mr. Hardy?" 
asked Julian, boldly coming to the point. 

** Your — wife ? " said Mr. Hardy slowly, pausing before 
saying the words, and making a considerable pause between 
them. 

** My wife — Bertha — ^your wife's niece — is she here now? 
If she is, I must speak with, her alone." 

" My wife's niece is not here, Mr. Charlton — she paid us 
a visit in your carriage three weeks ago. She told us how 
she has been living. She has not been here since." 

" You are quite sure ? " 

" Personally I have no doubt in the matter. She came ^ 
three weeks ago to have an interview with Eric Vicars." 

"With whom?" ' 

** Vicars, her father's late overseer on one of the runs. 
A respectable young fellow. He has a large heart, Mr. 
Charlton, and has been occasionally sober latterly. He 
and Bertha were always good friends." 

" Curse him ! " cried Charlton. " Curse him ! If I had 
not seen the way he looked at her and held her hand when 
you brought him aboard the steamer the day we landed, I 
should never have given in to her. I should have brought 
her to see how unpractical her theories were, and we should 
now be happy." 

" You have now come to see that you behaved like a 
scoundrel," remarked Mr. Hardy, as placidly as though he 
were making an ordinary statement. 

** I do not want to discuss the matter with you, Mr. 
Hardy," said Julian. " Heaven knows that I am ready to 



■ THE BEGINNING OF A QUEST. 

Ihat I have been a scoundrel — anything — if it 
% her back ! " 

len she has left j'ou ? " said Mr Hardy quietly. 

d she has not coiue here?" said Julian. 

ii may rest assured of that, Mr. Charlton. I cann^ 
jrprised to )earn that you have separatea 
inevitable. You may perhaps renjembi 

aid as much to you under your own roof. I nec3 

[uire from you how the separation has come about. 
The Turks are supjjosed to be unusually jealous 

I; wives. They are wise ; they shut them up in their 
, and thereby they always (eel that their 
sare bound to them by even a stronger tie than that 
* a legal marriage. The husbands have thus few oppor- 
"liiies of being jealous. We English do not believe in the 
tooe wall and iron bar union ; but we manage to minimize 
'e possibilities of jealousy by making the marriage cere- 
'ony a religious one, and causing the vows of fidelity to 
a uttered before God. This is the more civilized way. 
be fact that the bond of marriage is usually regarded as a 
Lcred one causes us — most of us, at any rate — to feel that^ 
ir wives are bound to us by a tie that cannot be brokedfl 
iih impunity. There was no such tie in your union wit^H 
y wife's niece, Mr. Charlton. You had not a day's ea^^H 
■ss of mind with her." j^| 

"AH this may be quite true, Mr. Hardy," said Charltoi^H 
I tell you I did not come here to discuss the marria^^| 
lestioQ with you or anyone else, but to find my — to fiii^| 
tr— and to persuade her to return with me. She muf^H 
turn with me ; I cannot live without her." ^H 

He was walking up and down Che room— the proraenad^H 
as not an extensive one — and now he stood before M^H 
ardy with clenched hands. ^| 

"/( is sometimea the case thai when a maT\ Ws XvjtSii ■ 
■ Bome months with a woman — some ^eata e.s«.\^ '^'««- 
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these cases are not many) — he asks her to marry him," 

^ said Mr. Hardy. " The kitchen has usually got a good 

deal to say in the way of ii^fluencing a man ii> this dirit 

tion. The woman has g-ot to know what he likes total, 

and he will do anything — he will even marry her — sooiK* 
than be placed at the mercy of a stranger, who may insi.'! 
on gifring liim underdone mutton, which he knows will m»ll( 
him see through the watches of the night such visionsas 
would, if transferred to paper, serve as the best illuatraiioili 
that could be devised for a guidebook to the Internal 
Regions. But so far as you and Bertha ai'e concerned— 

" I see that m looking to you for practiu.il advice I ** 
a fool," said Julian. " You talk in that strain, while ; 
see that I am at the point of madness. For God's S 

I tell me what I am to do to find her and to bring her back.' 

I " I do not know where she is, Mr. Charlton, so I cannot 
suggest to you in what direction you should look for hen 
As for bringing her back — well, I should advise ] 
wail," 

' "Wait — for what?" cried Charlton. 

" Until she comes back of her own accord. [ belief 
she will do it, because I believe that she loves you, bi 
more because you are the father of a possible chilli i 

. hers." 

" A possible child, Mr. Hardy ? " said Julian, bewilders 

^ " I said possible, If there is more than a possibility! 
the matter, you may depend upon it that she will returi 
you. You said that you are anxious that she should \ 
married to you when she returns ? " 

! " If I can only persuade her." 

" Your powers of persuasion may be great, but they of 

I as nothing compared with the powers possessed by A 

I remarked Mr. Hardy. " IT will command her to retW 

' and to marry you." 

I Julian Charlton dropped \n\o acJtviw, 



ON THE BEGIVNING OF A QUEST. 359 



«« 



I never thought of that, I never thought of that," he 
muttered. " My beloved — my beloved — away from me ! 
Oh, Mr. Hardy, I must find her — I must find her ! I con- 
fess that I was mistaken in you from the first. I did not 
think that you could understand us as you show you have 
understood us." 

" I am not such a fool as that brass plate on the gate 
outside would suggest," said Mr. Hardy. " My wife has a 
thousand a year of her own, and if I prefer observing a 
peculiar class of men from the low standpoint suggested by 
that brass plate, that is my own business. Some people 
fancy that democracy is to become the most powerful ele- 
ment in society. They are wrong. The faddist is bound 
to become surpreme. Good-day to you, Mr. Charlton. 
There is a good deal of humor to be got out of observing 
men and women, particularly those men and women who 
fancy they are taking part in a tragedy, when all the time 
they are acting a comedy. You suppose that you are the 
hero of a tragedy, I dare say — ah, good-day to you." 

Julian Charlton was standing outside the gate with the 
brass plate before he succeeded in comprehending the 
general drift of Mr. Hardy's words. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

ON THE EMBANKMENT. 

HE Strolled on in an aimless way until he found himself 
on the Embankment, idly gazing at the progress down 
stream made by a barge with brown sails, rigged in accord- 
ance with no recognized system. 

This was how he spent an hour of the precious time 
which he meant to devote to the search for his beloved 
Bertha. 

The fact was that the words which Mr. Hardy had just 
spoken to him had bewildered him^ He could not remem- 
ber all the words, but he knew that the general impression 
which they conveyed was not that they were uttered by an ; 
old fool. He had at one time looked on Mr. Hardy as 
something approaching an old fool, but not altogether an 
old fool ; there was, he had felt, a certain reservation in 
his idiocy, but this was wholly filled up by knavery. 

He now felt that it was necessary for him seriously to 
revise his opinion regarding Mr. Hardy. He had been a 
true, and not a false, prophet, Julian could not but acknowl- 
edge ; and if some of his more recent utterances had not 
been quite so intelligible as might be wished, it could not 
be said that in this respect they differed so widely from the 
utterances of the majority of prophets that the world has 
known. Obscurity was inseparable from the style in which 
the professional seer delivered himself. He was, however, 
occasionally permitted to live to a ripe old age. 

But on one point the prophet Hardy had not been 
obscure^ and this point had ih^ most important bearing 
upon the matter under cot\§\deta\:\ow. VJ^wNiJc^^ \^'sj^^'^n.\& 



ON THE HMBANKMENT. 

\ widely from the professional seer, who has, ud] 
ately, always been found deficient in clearness on j 
important points.) Mr. Hardy had expressed-S 
bion that Bertha would certainly return to Julian, 
Put when Julian recalled the exact words of Mr. 
this point — when he recalled what Mr. Hardy '. 
ranced as the possible motive for her return, he got ii 

I of thought thai caused his eyes to fill with tears 

1 made him yearn to clasp his beloved one once more. 

The possibility to which Mr. Hardy had alluded in the 

r gender, now appeared to Julian to be entitled to a 

ater distinction than could be embodied in the sexless 



Biysiology as an applied science does not leave much 
Win for speculation ; but such as there was in the possi- 
■ alluded to by Mr. Hardy was traversed by Julian 
Irlton, as he strolled along the Embankment on this 
By July day. 

e more he thought about this possibility, the greater 
le his passion to take Bertha once again into his 
"Wait— wait," Mr. Hardy had said. That advice 
; all very good to come from Mr. Hardy ; but Julian 
felt that he would never be able to follow it. He could 
not wait for weeks and months — he did not know much 
about physiology or embryology, but he knew he might 
say months — he could not even wait for days. He must 
find her and bring her back at once. 
But how — how — how ? 

That was his cry as he quickened his pace. For more 
than half an hour that one word " How ? " kept ringing in 
his ears, until before him stood the towers of Westminster. 
An irresistible impulse seized upon him when he looked 
up to the clock tower. He went through the gates, A 
member with whom he was acquainted had just come ftoi 
the ]ohby. 
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" Hallo, Charlton, whiit on earth can being you to n 
grimy place, when you might be on horseback in the park? ' 
Good Lord, man, are yun a fool to take an interest in the 
rabble that are babbling and bickering inside that tlen?" 

" I have corae to see Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh," said Julian, 
" 1 suppose he is in the House ? " 

"He is either in his own room or in the library," said tlie 
member. " I'll find him for you. The arrangements here 
are so miserable that if you want to send a message— if 
only to a pressman in the gallery — you must trust itloR 
policeman, who trusts it to a telegraph boy ; now and again 
I understand that a message has readied its destination 
after an hour or two. You have not made an appointment 
with the aonexalor-general ? " 

" No ; but I think he will see me, if you are good enougli 
to lell him that I am anxious for an interview." 

" All right ; come along with me. I feel when anyone 
respectable comes here — it's not often — like the acting 
manager of a theater when a bad piece is being played and 
some innocent acquaintance begs the favor of an order for 
the upper circle. We play damn bad pieces at this show o( 
ours, and the privilege of giving orders to the performance 
is an empty one." 

The light-hearted legislator left Julian in the outer lobby, 
and went off into the privileged regions beyond. He 
returned in a few minutes with the Minister of Annexation, 
and then hurried off to elude the Whip, whom he saw med- 
itating a series of inquiries. 

" 1 hope you will pardon my coming lo you on a private 
matter. Sir Ecroyd," said Julian, " I kiiew that I should 
have no chance of seeing you at Piccadilly." 

" I am very pleased, Mr. Charlton," said the minister. 
" Will you come to the room I have succeeded in annexing 
for myself? It cost me more trouble than the acquiai^nn 
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^l^ulian followed him lo the room. It held an aroma of 

^' tobacco. It was "liberally furnished with blue-books ; but 

the visitor did not fail to notice that the latest of Paul 

Bourgef s novels lay, face downwards, across the arm of an 

armchair at a window. 

" Vou are not such a fool as to go in for politics, Mr. 
Charlton ?" said Sir Ecroyd, sweeping a pile of blue-books 
off a chair which he placed at the disposal of his visitor. 

" No," said Juiian mechanical ly, " no." 
• He was beginning to wonder why he had come here. 

So was Sir Ecroyd. 

"You are right, indeed," resumed the minister. "The 
time IS fast approaching when it will be the same in Eng- 
land as it is in America — politics will be exclusively in the 
hands of the rabble." 

"Sir Ecroyd," said Julian suddenly, "1 have come to 
talk to you about my wife." 

Sir Ecroyd's expression did not change to the extent of 
a hair's breadth. 

" I beg your pardon," said he ; "your " 

" My wife," repeated Julian boldly. 

" I did not know that you were a married roan," said the 

Ulster. 

J* You know what my relations were with the lady who is 

pcpted in the world as Mrs. Charlton," said Julian. "I 
c always regarded her as my wife. She told me that you 

Herstood our relations and sympathized with her views." 

PSo I did— so I do." 

r We need not discuss the question now, I mean to be 

with you, Sir Ecroyd. She has left me ; you were 

\ la.st person with whom she spoke ; I come to ask you 

|(he said anything that would lead you to believe that she 

btemplated this step — if she said anything that would 

bgcst to you where she meant to go. I must find her — ^I 

1st hm\ her, and bring Uer batV Vo \\e.t \^ciaitr 
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" The lady to whom I believe you allude," replied the 
.minister in his measured parliamentary manner, "said not 
one word to me that would suggest that she meant to leave 
the house in which, I understand, she was living. I need 
not, however, conceal from you the fact that I perceived 
some time ago that she would leave that house." 

" How did you perceive that, may I ask } " said Julian. 

" How does a man perceive that, when the roots of a tree 
are rotten, that tree is bound to fall, Mr. Charlton ? How 
does a man perceive that, when the foundation of a house 
is sand, that house will tumble about one's ears ? " 

" Where is the analogy ? " 

" I think it is apparent. There are so few instances on 
record in this country of a man and a woman living 
together happily for any length of time without having 
marriage as the foundation of their union, it is safe to 
assume, as I did, that such a m/nage cannot be a permanent 
one." 

" And I have no doubt that you were as frank with my — 
with hef, as you are with me." 

" I never discussed the subject with her. If I had done 
so I should certainly have been frank with her." 

" She told me that you had sympathized with her." 

"She told you the truth. I sympathized with her, I do 
so still. I sympathize with any woman whose weakness has 
been taken advantage of by a man, as her weakness was 
by you." 

" You believe me to have been a scoundrel ? " 

** Most unquestionably I do." 

** Great God ! You love her — you love her — you have 
loved her all along — my instincts were not at fault." 

" If your instincts led you to believe that I felt the deep- 
est affection for that girl who has been your victim they 
led you in a right direction. I have had that feeling for 
her, I have it still. 1 looked lot^^xd voNJcv^>:\\afc>«\!>R;\v 



she would leave you, and thereby enable me to ask her to 
"C my wife." 

"Scoundrel ! "cried Julian, "you are the scqiindrei — not 
■* • I can understand now how it is that men like you are 
^'^Pnetimes found dead with a knife in their heart. You 
'•ive taken her frotn me— you it was who urged her to leave 
''^^ ! But I shall find her and she shall return to me in 
^liite of you ; or if I fail to find her, I shall find you — 
VOu!" 

Not a muscle did Sir Ecroyd move while he was being 
treated as the villain in a melodrama is treated by the 
virtuous and suffering hero under a passing cloud. Charl- 
ton might as well have made his impassioned gesture in 
the face of a statue of Tiresias of Thebes. 

*'I can understand how you feel, Mr. Charlton," said the 
minister in precisely the tone that he would have employed 
in explaining the position occupied by the governnieul iu 
respect of a South Pacific protectorate. "You naturally 
feel piqued at having lost the influence which you once 
possessed over the lady to whom you refer. I can under- 
stand tlie feeling of a man in the position which you are 
unfortunate enough to occupy." 

"And I understand how much of that misfortune is due 
to your villainy," said Julian, turning upon Sir Ecroyd, 
when he had lifted his hat from the table where he had laid 
it. "I suspected you from the first moment I saw you. 
Kow I know how well founded my suspicions were." 

''Your suspicions were certainly correct, Mr. Charlton ; 
but I blush to say that I refrained from making any attempt 
to induce the lady of whom we have been speaking to leave 
you. My conscience has reproached me for not endeavor- 
ing to pre^;ipitate an occurrence that 1 knew was inevitable." 
" Voiir conscience ! " 
Yes. I must confess that the n\^ViV be^Q^e. X'aaN- ^sf^ 
•.iencs smote me when I found vUat^ooi^ 
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at the point of death because some ruffian had offered hef 
a sura of money to be his mistress instead of yours.** 

" No man did that/* said Julian slowly. He had 
scarcely strength to speak. The words that he heard over- 
whelmed him. He could not at once understand their 
import. 

" It is a terrible thing for a man to do — to place any 
woman in such a position as makes it possible for an insalt 
like that to be offered to her." 

" It never was offered to her — that insult," said Julian 
resolutely. " It is part of your trickery. I know it, now 
that I know you.'* 

" Accept it as so if you wish ; I do not urge anything on " 
you. I have all along believed you to be quite unworthy 
of the love which she once bore for you. The fact that 
you were unable to perceive, when you found her at your 1 
house on your return the night before last, that something 
terribje had happened to her, proves with great clearness 
that you appreciate nothing of the beautiful nature with 
which you have been associated for some months.*' 1 

"And you knew that that insult was offered to her, and \ 
yet, though professing to be her friend — nay, to have 
loved her — you allowed the wretch that insulted her to • 
escape.** 

" He did not escape — not quite. It was left for a lad to 
administer the chastisement, and for you, who called your- 
self her husband, to occupy the humiliating position of 
a looker-on.'* 

" What — do you mean ? — oh, why do I remain here l6 
suffer worse agonies that those of death ? " muttered Julian 
passionately as he paced the room. " Sir Ecroyd Fair- 
leigh, whether you believe me or not, I swear to you that 
I never had the least hint of what occurred to bring about 
that scene in the greenhouse. If I had known " 

" You could have done nothing, Mr. Charlton. That is . 

. -1 
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the pity of it. That is the pity of the situation. It is not 
the man's name that is dragged in the mire under such cir- 
cumstances — it is the woman's. That lad who went about 
the grounds for an hour searching for the miscreant whom 
he meant to punish took the right view of the matter. He 
took care that the mire should cling to the right person — 
and it cfid. I do not suppose that you have anything more 
to say to me to-day, Mr. Charlton." 

"Only this," said Julian. ** You do not understand any- 
thing of the nature of — of — my wife, if you fancy for a 
moment that she does not consider herself bound to me 
by a bond that is far more indissoluble than the bond of 
marriage. With God's help I shall find her and bring her 
back to me. I will give up my life to the task of finding 
her." 

" And if you succeed in persuading her to go back to 
you," said the minister, " I will admit that I have failed to 
appreciate her nature." 
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CHAPTER L. 

ON PARLIAMENT AND THE PADDED ROOM. 

JULIAN CHARLTON went out of the*- room without 
another word. 

When the minister found himself alone he went slowly 
to the armchair at the window, and, having seated himself, 
sent his eyes wandering over the river beneath the ter- 
race. The river at this place is like the interior of the • 
House of Commons — it contains nothing that has a tend- 
ency to divert thought from any particular subject upon 
which thought may be directed. If the interior contained 
anything that might cause thought to be less concentrated 
upon a subject than it is at present, the Sarey Gamp and 
Betsy Prig form of debate, which is the model of the rep- 
resentatives of the people at their best just now, would 
become the Caesar and Pompey style of a Carolina cot- 
ton field. This would be a degeneration — yes, to some 
extent. 

Sir Ecroyd watched the shining river— it shines where 
the tar buckets have been washed — and his thoughts took 
a certain course. 

It had happened — the event which he had laid his plans 
to bring about had happened. He meant that the man who 
had just left the room, and the woman of whom he had 
been talking, should be separated, and the separation had 
occurred. 

He knew perfectly vieW Vvo^ vv Vv^d occurred. He was as 
certain of the accuracy oi \v\s>aeVY^l ow x}cCvs ^qvcv\. ^^V^^-^^ 
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regard 10 the nature of the insult that Mr. Betstein had 
offered to Bertha, though he had had no special information 
on either subject. 

What he knew specifically was that he had been on a 
seat near the screen under the Seaforih palm in Lady Ash- 
enlhorpe's house on the previous night when Julian Charl- 
ton had brought the ill-treated wife to the divan in the 
picturesque nook ; that he had then gone in search of 
Bertha to bring her to the seat beyond the screen whence 
she might overhear whatever Julian might say to the lady 
whom he was entertaining among the cushions ; that, on 
returning with Bertha on his arm, he had found Julian 
Charlton's place taken by another and more entertaining 
roan, who had speedily moved away, allowing Julian Charl- 
ton with Marian Travers to occupy the cushions. Alt 
this Sir Ecroyd knew ; and he was also aware of the fact 
that Bertha had overheard the words that Julian Charlton 
had spoken to Marian. 

That, he believed, was how the separation had been 
brought about. Whether it had occurred with the accom- 
paniment of a scene, or in the silent watches of the night, 
he did not know, nor did he greatly care. It was enough 
for him to feel that his plans had succeeded, only it had 
been rather a mistake to offer Cyril Southcote the appoint- 
ment in order to leave Marian free for Charlton, Sir 
Ecroyd had hitherto devoted himself to the science of 
annexation ; but his success in an entirely different field 
convinced him that his adroitness was not subject to any 
narrow limitations; he could separate as well as annex. 

Then he reflected upon his adroitness in dealing with the 
man who threatened to be troublesome. He had simply 
been frank with him. There are occasions when it is to 
the advantage of a cabinet minister to be straightforward. 
He was invariably straightforward on ¥.Mt'n Qt^l■^^^',■^>^•^. Vnt 
bad been straightforward. The manVa-i ^<A "w\.'i *■ '^^^ 
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sion ; but another dose of that unpalatable medicine of 
frankness, and he had quieted down. 

In what direction should his adroitness be exercised 
now? 

That was the question which presented itself to him as 
he rose from his chair, hearing the division bells clamoring 
for his presence, and put his novel under a blue-book. 
Then — of course without inquiring what the point was 
upon which the division was being taken — he went into the 
lobby with the other ministerialists. When the counting 
was over and the opposition were cheering at having gained 
a great moral victory — the opposition are great on morality 
when numerically they are about 150 less than the immoral 
government — Sir Ecroyd found himself beside the Minister 
for Public Safety. 

** I wonder could you telephone to Tracey to be at my 
room in half an hour,*' he said to that minister. "^ 

** Certainly. What do you want with Tracey, anyway ?" 
said the Minister for Public Safety." 

" I want his advice about a threatening letter," said Sir 
Ecroyd, who did not feel it incumbent on him to be straight- 
forward with his colleagues. His straighforwardness he 
used as an instrument for the chastisement of his enemies. 

" A threatening letter ? Better hand it over to my 
department." 

" I'll have Tracey's advice first. What are they bellow- 
ing about now ? " 

The remark had reference to the business of the House, 
which seemed to demand a considerable amount of shouting 
and gesticulating from some of the members. 

" The usual thing. The McBratney declines to withdraw 
the word liar as applied to General Anderson, the Orange- 
man who represents Ulster. You'll have to move the sus- 
pension oi The McBratney \1 Vv^v^ tv^m^d." 
''Allxighi. Don't forget abou\.nLt^.ce.^r 
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■rlEcroyd strolled round to the Treasury bench while 

1 hooting, and bellowing, and blustering went on. 

persons as are curious on the subject of the 

[ded room and the cerebral phenomena that tend 

Khal apartment should not go to Colney Hatch. The 

ruse of Commons in a " scene " will serve their purpose 
"admirably. 

The McBratney stood disheveled, but defiant. He had 
been a pawnbroker's assistant in a small town in the County 
Carlow previous to entering the House of Commons, and 
his professional duties had given him a certain mastery of 
language, but had not imparted to tiim any delicate sense 
of local color in phraseology. The intoxicated laborer who 
had questioned his accuracy in calculating tlie utmost sum 
chargeable upon a corduroy waistcoat, he bad pacified by 
calling him a liar. He had attempted, with indifferent suc- 
cess, the pacification of some of his opponents in the House 
of Commons by a free use of the same word ; and now, 
owing to his deplorable deficiency of a sense of the local 
color attached to the word, he was about to be named by 
the Speaker. 

The chief of The McBratney's party bad just entered the 
House. He seated himself in front of The McBratney, 
who was becoming more disheveled and defiant every 
moment. 

" Did you call the man a liar, sir ? " asked the chief in 
__a low tone. 

" I did, yer honner," replied the honorable member^ 

"Then withdraw the word, sir," said the chief. 
\*' But isn't he afther sayin' " 

"Withdraw the word ; keep your biackguardisn 

Iher side of the Channel." 

The McBratney got sulkily to his legs. 

1*7 mihdhiah, Mr. Speaker," hem\iUete.i. T^e^.^ 
Je//, wiii/e the cheers tang Itom a.\\ ivit-b — -^ot 'Csi'*^ 
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it is scarcely necessary to say, another great moral victory 
for the opposition — the McBratney murmured in the sym- 
pathetic ear of his nearest colleague : 

" I'm thinkin*, Tim, if all the blayguardism was kep' on 
the other side of the Channel, it's not many of us would 
be here this day." 



CHAPTER LI. 

IN PR1VA.TE INQUIRY. 

fHERE is she to be found?" 

That was the question which Sir Ecroyd Fairlcigh 
i asking himself, when he was sitting on the Treasury 
nid the bellowing of the herd around him — it is 
larvelous how the herd will bellow if only the merest cur 
sat their heels. 
"Where is she to be found ?" he now asked himself as 
went back to his room to meet the person whose name 
e had mentioned to the Minister for Public Safely. 
i Mr, Traccy was acknowledged to be the most astute of 
pe detective force at Scotland Yard. 

s an excellent officer in spite of the fact that he 
bd not yet received that guarantee of efficiency — dismissal 
f the Minister for Public Safety. 

t He was waiting at the door of Sir Ecroyd's room, while 
e being shifted in the House. He touched 
^s hat when the minister appeared. 

"You are there, Tracey? Good. I'll not keep you a 
llnute." 

"1 am at your service, Sir Ecroyd." 
P He followed the minister into his room and closed the 
or. 

" It is a woman, Tracey," said Sir Ecroyd. 
"Of course, Sir ^croyd," said the officer. 
The minister paused- He wondered were many mem- 
i of the cabinet in the habit of consulting detectives 
igaiding 
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-"I mentioned to Mr. Secretary just now that I hj 
received a threatening letter — of course that was not true^- 
said Sir Ecroyd. 
► " Of course," said Tracey. 

Again there was a pause. Sir Ecroyd wondered if it was 
regarded as a matter of course that a statement made by a 
cabinet minister was false. 

"I am greatly interested in this lady — she is a young 
woman." 

" Of course, Sir Ecroyd — of course," 

The assent was very emphatic this time, as if the detective 
deprecated the bare suggestion that he should assume that 
the lady was otherwise than young. 

" Yes," said the minister. ** She is young. She has a 
husband." 

** Of course. Sir Ecroyd — of course — of course." 

The assent was even more emphatic than before. 

Sir Ecroyd wondered if all the world assumed that it was 
a matter of course that a cabinet minister should be inter- 
ested in a woman — that that woman should be young, and 
that it was quite inevitable that that young woman should 
have a husband. 

" She has a husband, but she separated from him this 
morning.* 

" Of CO " 

" And I am anxious to know where she has gone, and 
also that her husband should not have this information." 

<* Of " 

" And, consequently, I have sent for you to manage it all 
for me. Her name is Mrs. Charlton. She has a great deal 
of money of her own. This is her likeness." 

Sir Ecroyd took out of his breast pocket a case contain- 
ing a beautifully finished miniature portrait on ivory of^ 
Bertha. It had been painted to his order from a photo- 
graph taken in accordance with his instructions by one of 
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w^e diabolical instaauneous processes, ihe discovery of 
I ^^ch has added a tiew terror to life. 

*' She is the best horsewoman who has been in ihc habit ^ 
I " riding in the park," said the detective. 
I " What — you have seen her ? " 

r " Frequently, Sir Ecroyd ; she has a seat like an 
I Australian." 

I " She is an Aastralian. f will write down the address of 

her husband for you. He is searching for her also. He 
will probably put the matter into the bands of Renard & 
Lupus. You will, of course, see them, and give tliem to 
understand that I do not want to be interfered with, for 
some time, at any. rate. There will be no difficulty about 
that, I suppose? " 

" Difficulty ? Oh, dear, ao, none in the world." 
The detective smiled. The suggestion that there might 
possibly be some difficulty in inducing a private inquiry 
agent to sacrifice the interests of his employers in order to 
suit the convenience of another person, seemed to conta 
the elements of humor in the opinion of Mr. Tracey. \ 
"Then I leave the matter in your hands, Trace] 
need hardly say that no expense need be spared." 

Of course not, Sir Ecroyd. The money is her own?* 
Altogether, I understand." 

That is our starting point. Do you happen to knoi 

I are her bankers ?" 

No ; but perhaps I can find out." 

There are several colonial banks, Sir Ecroyd." 

" Inquiry can be made at all." 

And the lady's maiden name, Sir Ecroyd?" 

Miss Lancaster — Bertha Lancaster." 

ijlr. Tracey took, a note of each item of iofc 

:.8 somewhat dilapidated pocketbook. He then i 

his hat. 

If the lady remains in London we shall t\a.<(«" 
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difficulty in finding her, Sir Ecroyd. Meanwhile, howevet 
— the — threatening letter ? ** 

" Is a bogus one, in your opinion, Tracey — not wortii 
following up." 

. " Quite so, Sir Ecroyd — not worth following up, 1o^ 
up. Sir Ecroyd — torn up and flung out of the windo'^- 
Good afternoon. Sir Ecroyd." 

In the lobby on his way out Tracey met the Minister f C)r 
Public Safety, and touched his hat. 

" Ah, Tracey ; by the way — what about that letter ? " 
said that minister. 

" Practical joke, as usual, sir," replied Tracey. " Frau<l 
in every line of it. Why, it wouldn't deceive a child, sir — sl 
child ! it wouldn't deceive an expert, sir." 

** So clumsy as that ? Where is it, Tracey ? " 

" Sir Ecroyd tore it up and threw it out of the window, 
sir. If I had only known that you wanted to see it, 



sir " 



" Oh, no, no ; I don't want to see it. I wonder that Sir 
Ecroyd didn't perceive that it was not genuine." 

Tracey touched his hat again, and departed into the 
comparatively pure air which may be breathed outside St. 
Stephen's. 

In the course of an hour Mr. Tracey had visited the 
private inquiry offices of Messrs. Renard & Lupus, and had 
learned that a Mr. Charlton had intrusted them with the 
duty of discovering the whereabouts of his wife. They 
were obliging enough to give Mr. Tracey all the particulars 
which had been communicated to them by their client ; and 
although Mr. Tracey knew that Sir Ecroyd was too clever 
to be otherwise than frank with him on the subject of the 
search for the lady, he thought there was no harm in veri- 
fying the details regarding her which he had received from 
the minister. The only piece of original intelligence that 
A^ got from these private \t\c\vx\t^ ^^^xv^-^ n^^s to the effect 



r 'hat Mr. Charlton had called at his wife's bankers, and liad 

I'ound that she had already been with them on that morning 
*"ti had drawn a considerable sum in gold and notes — a 
^^nx that should be sufficiently large to prevent her being 
** the necessity of making another call at the bank for 
Several weeks, unless she was a very extravagant woman. 
^r. Tracey thought that he would be doing wisely if he were 
^ assume that she was a very extravagant woman. His 
I ^'rperience had led him to the conclusion that most women 
^ho had differences with their husbands entailing a separa- 
'■^CMi were extravagant women. 

He did not say anything to Messrs. Renard & Lupus, 
llOwever, on this point ; but merely told them that they 
tnust have the kindness to communicate with him in the 
first instance in case they found out anything regarding 
the subject of their commission, otherwise he might not in 
future be able to put so many good things in their way as 
he had done iu the past. 

Mr. Renard assured his friend Mr. Tracey that the firm 
would do nothing — except, of course, take money from Mr. 
Charlton — without first acquainting Mr. Tracey with wnat- 
ever they might chance to discover. 

As for Julian Chariton, he dined at his club, and went 
home afterward to dress, in order to put in an appearance 
among a few hundred other people in a drawing room. He 
would not give anyone a chance of suggesting that some- 
thing l}ad occurred to interfere with the meeting of all his 
social engagements. In a day or two at the farthest — for 
were not these confidential agents maryelously clever fel- 
lows ? — he would have Bertha by his side again, and there 
' would not be a breath of scandal regarding her leaving his 
house. All that was necessary to be done was to maintain 
his even course in society until she returned. Consequently 
he thought fit to dress this evening and appear alone at 
Ljhe social function for which he had engaged hm^cVt. Wi*. 
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had only to apologize for the absence of Mrs. Charlton, 
who had, unfortunately, he said, been so knocked up with 
the unaccustomed festivities of the past few weeks that her 
doctor had ordered her without a moment's delay back to 
Brackenshire. 

The loneliness of driving in "his brougham to and from 
the house where the entertainment took place was appall- 
ing to him ; but much more appalling was the loneliness ot 
his house when he returned. He had been accustomed to 
smoke a cigarette by the side of Bertha on returning witH 
her every night, while they chatted about the toilets, th^ 
music, the guests — it had been delightful, until that mad- 
ness had taken hold of him. 

How could he ever have said a word of unkindness io 
her, he asked himself as he now sat alone in his bedroonx- 
Sir Ecroyd had confessed that he had been in love witli 
her from the day he met her at Lady Ashenthorpe's garden 
party ; and he had declared that he meant to try to induce 
her to marry him. Only for a moment did a jealous pang 
shoot through Charlton. Then he was able to smile, as he 
contemplated the possibility of the minister succeeding. 

He could not entertain a doubt of her now. 

Even though he knew that he had behaved with incon- 
ceivable brutality to her he believed that she would forgive 
him. 

He recalled what Sir Ecroyd had told him regarding the 
horrible insult to which she had been subjected ^y the 
scoundrel whose punishment he had witnessed. What a 
fool he had been to fancy — no, not to fancy — only to fancy 
that he fancied that the troubled expression which she wore 
on that night was due to some other cause than that horri- 
ble incident about which Sir Ecroyd had spoken to him ! 

The unhappy girl ! Instead of having such comforting 
words spoken to her by the man whom she had trusted with 
a// her soul as should maVieVvex iox^^vvVv^ Iwsult that had 
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fered to her, she had been met by him with coldness 
spicion. And then, the next night, she had over- 
lim speak those words which came from the bitter- 
his heart : " She is not my wife." 
new that those words represented the anguish that 
been suffering for days ; but he knew that they were 
less cruel when overheard by Bertha. 
could he explain them ? 
prang to his feet. 

lall not make any attempt to explain," he cried. " If 
not already found out, or if she will not have found 
the time we meet again, that the sort of life we were 
— the form of union which I was weak enough to 
► — is founded on an error and cannot be maintained 
;ty is at present constituted — if she has not learned 
develops one*s worst and not one*s best nature, it is 
hat we should never meet again." 
aced the room for hours — until all the objects in the 
lad become luminous in the morning light. The 
ity of never meeting her again was too terrible to 
of his having a moment of sleep, he knew. But 
ihe had come to perceive the truth of her position, 
ght. Surely that gross insult to which she had been 
ed must have convinced her that the theories of life 
hich she had acted and induced him to act did not 
the elements of stability. Finally he recalled what 
rdy had said regarding the most important influence 
h Bertha could be subjected, in order to induce her 
n to her home. The possibility to which Mr. Hardy 
uded caused all Julian's tender feelings to be 
1. He fell on his knees and cried aloud in a passion 
, " O God ! O God ! give her back to me — give 
k to me ! " 

is the prayer of the widower beside the grave of the 
whose life he has made such a hell that an eternity 
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of heaven would but indifferently compensate for her suffer- 
ings. God is so just that not only does he not answer the 
prayer of the widower, but he usually provides him with 
another wife of such strength of character as causes the 
sufferings of the first to be amply avenged. 

If ever a marriage is made in heaven, under the especial 
supervision of the highest powers therein, it is the marriage 
of the widower to a Woman of Determination, after he has 
ill treated his first wife. 

" Give her back to me," he cries in his passion of 
grief. 

He would like to have another trial. But he does not 
get it. 

God knows man a little better than that. 

He may now and again give a man over for the devil to 
do his worst upon him ; but he has never yet given the 
wife back to the husband "tifto^ bas ill-treated her to death. 
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CHAPTER Lll. 



'ON THE ADVANTAGES OF A CLEW. 



BAN CHARLTON remained i 
Bt day. He was waiting to rec 
B firm of private inquiry agents. 



n his house all tin 

eive a visit from onj 

He had frequentit' 

ird of the astuteness of Messrs. Renard & Lupi 
it they possessed any ability whatever, surely they h^ 
now a chance of displaying it I The finding of Bertha V 
not a matter that demanded any extraurdinary powers 
only the ordinary astuteness of a private inquiry bure 

Messrs. Renard & Lupus called their office a b 
The word suggested the United States, and the Unit^ 
Stales suggested extraordinary astuteness. 

He was surprised when the evening came without briilj 
ing any message or messenger from the agents. He lunche3| 
at home, but meant to dine at his club, for the lonelines 
of the house had become oppressive to him. He drove t^ 
tbe bureau and was fortunate enough to find Mr. Lupi]^ 
there. Mr. Lupus looked extremely knowing. To loid 
knowing is to suggest that you know a gceat deal mm 
than you would like to confess under the mos' "xtraordin^ 
pressure. 

Mr, Lupus said that his men had not actually succeed] 
in discovering the whereabouts of the lady ; but they bad 
clew. Mr. Charlton would be kept fully informed as | 
bov the clew operated. 

This was satisfactory, in a measure, to Mr. Charlton, b^ 
when the next day passed without any more definite resqj 
he did not feel quite so satisfied. He asked lAt.V.'a.^'^ 
what was the nature of the ulew that Vic 'he\ii,\i\iV^'^-V.^'S^ 
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smiled and looked more knowing than ever. The secrets 
of the profession could not be divulged, he said. The 
machinery which he had at liis command was so sensitive 
that it was liable to be dislocated unless treated with the 
greatest delicacy. Mr. Charlton might rest assured that 
his best interests were considered by a maintenance of 
secrecy. 

Mr. Charlton said he could not see why he should not be 
made acquainted with whatever clew was in the hands of 
Messrs. Renard & Lupus. He trusted, at any rate, that 
there would be no expense spared in the search. At this 
point Mr. Lupus brightened up and assured his client that 
no expense would be spared. He was perfectly sincere in 
making this assurance. Whatever means of discovery were 
spared by Messrs. Renard & Lupus, expense was not 
among them. 

The next day Julian had a visit from one of Messrs. 
Renard & Lupus' men. He was certainly the most stupid 
looking man Julian had ever seen ; but he reflected that 
this appearance of dullness could not but be to the advan- 
tage of any man in his profession, as it tended to deceive 
people with whom he came in contact, leading them to 
fancy that he was excessively stupid instead of being what 
Julian believed to be just the opposite — an officer in the 
employment of the most noted private inquiry bureau in 
London. 

Could it be possible that this man was trying to look 
knowing after the manner of his chief, Charlton wondered. 
The smile and confidential wink of the man certainly sug- 
gested that this was his aim. He signally failed in impress- 
ing Charlton with his knowingness. A more foolish looking 
fellow he had never seen. The profound depth of his 
stupidity was shown in his effort to impress Julian that he 
was knowing. 
He put some apparenlXy s\\\^ c^m^^\:\ot^^ \.o\^.\.C}ww^^^ 
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Biparing his answers with some notes which he seemed 
phave made in the usual greasy pocketbook. Then he 
gasped the book and put it into his pocket, saying quietly : 
V We've spotted her." 

(* It you mean to say that you have discovered the where- 
^uts of the lady for whom your masters have been paid 
jficarch," said Julian, "you might perhaps choose more 
Stable language for expressing yourself to that effect," 

1 bring you, sir, to tlie 'ouse where our young woman 
lying purdoo, as the French says." 

!■ Put on your hat, my man, and come along," said Julian. 
ring me to the house you talk of." 
If If you'll be cautious, sir." said ihe man. "If you'll 
fc me your word as a gentleman that you'll not make a 
s of my discovery all at once, I'll bring you there." 
KCome along," said Julian. 

The detective, without further attempting to make con- 

yons, followed him outside. A hausom was hailed and 

K whispered the address to the driver. It was to a street 

f Ptmlico that the hansom was brought ; the driver was 

d and dismissed, and the detective, leading Julian from 

^et to street, explained at considerable length how he 

1 been a bit too clever for the hansom driver ; he had 

j him the wrong address. It wasn't likely, he explained, 

Bt he was going to give himself away so easily to a han- 

I driver. 

He stopped at the end of a quiet street. 
!' Number thirty-two," he whispered. " You stand here, 
i while I reckonoiter, as the French says. She mostly sits 
1 window on the ground floor reading. I'll see if she is 
nd come round to you by one of the back 
a bit too smart to come straight back m vu. 
feWould it not be easier for you to make some sign tome 
ting there, so that I can follow you up at once? " 
^gested Julian. 
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" Lor' bless you ! " said the man, " if the peopl^ 
saw me signaling to you — even if it was only waving my ' 
or blowing three blasts on a whistle, they'd suspect th; 
sumniat was up, and our game would be over. Civiliaq 
'ave no caution. It takes us." 

" Look here, my man," said Julian. " You walk up p 
that house. If the lady is at the window, as you say sb 
usually is at this hour, put your left hand into your pocke 
If she's not there, walk straight on as before." 

" Well, if it don't turn out all right, don't blame me, that 
all," said the detective. 

He strolled up the street whistling so loudly to itnpre 
the passers-by with his nonchalance that the people staret 
at him and wondered what he was up to. When he < 
opposite number thirty-two he glared in at the window, an 
looking back at Charlton stuffed his hand into his i 
pocket three times and then walked on. 

Surely there never was such a fool in any employrnfilt 
Julian thought as he walked down the street. But in sjnl 
of bis acquaintance with the man's stupidity, he felt I 
heart beating quickly as he approached the house numtte 
thirty-two. If Bertha had wished to hide herself effectivelj 
she could not have chosen abetter street for the parpOS< 
He walked on and almost gave a gasp as he turned his glanc 
casually to the window into which the detective had glare 
gave a greater gasp when he saw sitting at th 

' window a young woman with a complexion of magonJi 
balm, and hair of a tint of gold that is supplied, not b 
nature in her most lavish mood, but by the coiffeur at hoi 
a crown a bottle — a young woman who smiled at him ii 
most gracious manner possible, considering that he » 

L total stranger. 

A hansom was passing. Julian hailed it and gave tlii 

Bdriver his address. He left the detective to look i 

[biinself. 
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\ was somewhat surprised to find a second hansom 

lutside the door of his house as he drove up. 
V lady is waiting to see you, in the drawing room, sir," 
\ the footmao. 

A curious thought seized upon him. What if it should 
be Bertha who had returned for some purpose, having 
disguised herself so as to deceive the servants ! He 
had frequently read in works of fiction of jthe extraor- 
dinary possibilities of disguise possessed by a woman's 
veil. In the absence of a veil colored spectacles have 
been known to deceive — in fiction — even a husband and 
children for years. 

He went up to the drawing room, and was greeted by 
Mrs. Hardy. 

•' Po you bring me news of her ? '* he cried. " Say that 
you have found her for me." 

" Calm yourself," said the lady. " I bring yon hews o( 
her — not directly. She has gone back to Australia." 

He fell into a chair, and stared blankly out of the nearest 
window. 

"Back to Australia," he muttered. 

" Back to Australia, indeed," said Mrs. Hardy. 

" Fool— fool— fool ! Not to have thought of that at the 
first," said he. " But she is gone. It only remains for me to 
follow her— to follow her to the uttermost ends of the earth. 
How have you heard this, Mrs. Hardy ? " he asked, turning 
to that lady. 

" Eric Vicars it was who suggested it," she replied. " He 
wrote to the two steamship companies that lake passengers 
to Australia to ask if any berths had been taken for Miss 
Lancaster or Mrs. Charlton— you see we did not know 
whether she would still keep your name or " 

"Yes, yes, of course ; and he got a reply?" 

" From one company saying that no berths had bCetv UImm. 
under either name. From the secomilfte iw,we&*«fc;' 
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She handed him a letter and he read it. 

*' Sir ; 

" In reply to your favor of the lath inst,, I beg to say thai two bertlis 
'C been secured for Mi&s Lant^aster and maid aboard our sleamsbip 
^ange Patga. which leaves Utterport (or Adelaide, Sydney, and Met- 
n Thursday the 17th inst. 

" 1 have the honor to be, sir, 

" Vours respectfully, 
"Per pro, the Aatipodeaji Steamship Co. (Ltd,), 
■■J. B. D." 

" Great Heavens ! " cried Julian. " To-day is Thursday, 
Vthe 17th, The steamer has sailed from Ulterport. This 
Itletter was written on the 15th. Why did you not bring it 
lito me yesterday ? " 

"I had not got it myself, Mr. Charlton," said Mrs. 
I Hardy. "Eric is in the country. You know that Bertha 
■ .bought a large farm for him." 
" I heard nothing of this." 

"That is rather strange. Oh, I recoiled, she said to mfi 
I that you had Calcen a dislike to Eric, and that you had told 
1 her that she might give him any money she wished, pro 
vided that she did not mention his name. Oh, yes ; -this 1 
I the letter I received from him inclosing the one you have 
!■ Yes, he says, ' I got the inclosed to-day " — that was yester 
J. day- — 'and I think you had better post it to Charlton. I 
Vwill relieve his mind. I don't care about him personally 

|but still I have a heart and ' " 

"What if the steamer may be delayed at Utterport?' 
shouted Julian. "I may still be in time." 

He made a rush for tbe door and returned in a fci 
moments with an open railway guide. 

"There is a train at 5.10," he cried. " Can I reach Hot 
station in sixteen minutes ? By Heavens, I'll try. I'll tftfc 
your hansom, Mrs. Hardy." 

Not a word could Mrs. Hardy utter. She watched hiB 
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window show the driver half a sovereign as he got 
f the hansom, and she heard the rattle of the vehicle out 
me square. It was sometime before she had sufEcientiy 
rered to go downstairs and explain to the footman that 
f Charlton had been called away suddenly on important 
Rness. The footman appeared to be profoundly indif- 
^t to all business considerations. He opened the door, 
Uhe lady went down the- steps. 

\ the risk of a prosecution for furious driving, the 
torn driver earned his half sovereign. The railway 
1 was reached a minute before the departure of the 
Al the end of that minute Charlton was on his way 
VUerport. 
■ had no thought but the one — " Shalt I he in time f " 
|a^ rattle of the axles of the train and the reverbera- 
Vof the banks and the cuttings seemed to be shouting 
tquestion, " Shall / be in lime?" 

E letter from the steamship company had not stated 
our tor the departure of the vessel on " Thursday the 
It-inst." Surely it was not too much to infer from that 
[the vessel would not sail until late in the day. 
B had great hope that be would arrive in time to leap 
bd the steamer and either bring Bertha back with him 
S on with her to Australia. 

i)e train stopped at many stations on the route to 
Jrport, and the station-masters were of that highly 
fcctable class of men who enjoy a chat with the passen- 
^and are ready to give ample expression to their views 
finy agricultural question. Many such chats were 
wed by everyone, except Charlton, in the train. 

highly respectable man, that station master," a 
^-passenger remarked to Julian, after an unusually 
facted conversation on the Irish question, "A highly 
table man, sir ; he was once a bank porter." 
epassenger seemed to be under the lm^te.%^\oth ^}aa.\ 
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the fact of his being on speaking terms with a person pi 
sessing such undoubted guarantees of respect ability coa* 
ferreil distinction upon the whole compartment. 

Charlton said " Indeed ! " and relapsed once more, lura- 
ing all his attention to the solution of the question wbicb 
was beixig rattled out from every carriage and thundered 
through the horrible blackness of the tunnels, " Shall lit 
in time 1 " 

At last he caught a glimpse of the sea, glittering in light 
ripples beneath the gold of the declining sun. Ships wen 
in the distance — the white sails of cutter yachts, the thin, 
dark line of a steamer's smoke, the monstrous mass at ai 
ironclad, the canvas of a fishing boat — he saw all these 
and he felt the salt sea breeze upon his face as he loolce 
out of the carriage window. 

The terminus at Utterport is at the quay side. Whe 
Julian left the carriage he ran to the place of exit from th 
station. A quay porter with a brass badge on bis arm W 
standing outside. 

" If you show me the Australian liner Pangg Pattgo 11 
give you half a crown," he said, " Can you show : 
her?" 

" Certainly, sir ; no difficulty in the world about Uiat,' 
said the man. " But you must hurry, sir, or you will be tt 
late." 

" Thank Heaven! thank Heaven! I am in time," thougi 
Julian as he followed the porter, who had broken int 
a trot. 

The man hurried along the quay side for a few hundrei 
yards and then crossed to the breakwater, which, as cvety 
one knows, is surmounted by a granite parapet breast-high 
At one side of the breakwater are the quays, at the other i 
the open Channel. The porter ran up the high stone step 
and Julian followed bm until they were side by side, wit 
tbdr heads abotc the gtaniU ol fee ?3.xa.^tt.. 
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^ Wc^ic just in tuDc wr cned tlic man, breathmg hanL 

•• Jnst in time ? ** sa5d Jnlian 

'^ Yes, sir : wc can just see the craft. There she is, sir ; 
that*5 the Fa^go Pam^r 

He pointed to a line 01 black smoke five miles out in the 
ChanoeL 
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CHAPTER LIII. 

ON SOME GRAINS OF COMFORT, 

IT was half-past ten o'clock when Julian Charlton 
returned to London. He drove at once to the house in 
Chelsea, and found both Mr. and Mrs. Hardy in the stuffy 
sitting room. He told them how he had arrived just half 
an hour too late to be able to board the Pa?igo Pango, a 
asked them for their advice under the circumstances 
A couple of months before he would have laughed at lh( 
idea of asking the advice of such persons. He had alway 
regarded Mrs, Hardy as the most commonplace womat 
whom he had ever met, and he had looked on her husbanf 
as a ridiculous kind of person. 

Now, however, he felt that he had reasqn to revise hi 
opinions regarding the lady as well as her husband. Mri 
Hardy had shown herself, in respect of the letter, to t 
prompt, in spite of her deeply founded prejudice again: 
rapidity of action^eaviug stone steps out of the queslio 
altogether. Mr. Hardy had not merely shown himself \ 
be a true prophet, he had spoken words of wisdom s 
words of hope in the hearing of Julian a few days befor 
Julian was glad to be able to go to them and take couns< 
with them as to what he should now do, having failed t 
reach the Australian liner before she had left Utierport. 

The advice which they gave him Julian believed to b 
wise ; it coincided with his own views ; and he left Chelse 
feeling more impressed than ever with the soundness of ih 
wisdom of the secretary to the carnisolists. 

They agreed with him that what he should do was t 
te/egraph to the first poit. ■wtvwe. the Fango Pango shoal 
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■tt anchor, telliog Benha that he vas following ber by the 

Ipn steamer : aod then to take a passage hy the next 

Bamer to Sydney. 

IHc determined to take this advice, which he had 6ug< 

^ed to Mr. and Mrs. Hardy as embodying the course 

nich he should adopt under the circumstances. 

rThe Antipodean Line steamers make the voyage round 

||! Cape. If the Pango Pango had sailed for the voyage by 

k Mediterranean he would have had no difficulty in over- 

Hting her at Marseilles, Naples, or Brindisi. Bui there 

U no convenient overland route to Madeira. There was 

» shorter way of reaching Funchal than by the steamship 

'Sfns" Pf^'S"- All that he could do was to telegraph, and 

Ut for the next steamer. 

fHe walked to his house, and before ringing for sntnething 

Beat and drink, he sat down and wrote his letter to Messrs. 

KDard & Lupus, directing them to refrain from making 

\st further attempt to discover the whereabouts of the 

py about whom he had instructed them, and askiug tliem 

Flet him know for what amount lie should send them a 

Mck. He sent his letter to its destination by messenger, 

nd it was handed over to Mr. Tracey of Scotland Van! 

BHiin an hour, and its contents brought under the notice 

I Sir Ecroyd Fairleigh on his return from the House at 

■U-past twelve o'clock. 

r^What does it mean, Tracey >" asked the minister. 

oHas she gone back to her husband, do you fancy?" 

p*Hard to say, Sir Ecroyd," said Tracey. " Might I ask 

Qbere is a baby in the custody of the father — that is, of 

fe husband ? " 

p' There is none," replied the minister. 

PThey usually take a run back to have a look at the 

fcdy, Sir Ecroyd," remarked the detective. " And as 

pre's none in this case, it's my belief that ^U. CWi'v'.'ws. 

p only got tired of waiting lot Lu^>is Vq ia ^wtosSkwh.- 
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He was at the bureau very impatient a couple of 
You should have seen the man that I.upus put on 
for him, Sir Ecroyd — one of their Gamps." 

" Their what ? " 

" Their Gamps, we call them, Sir Ecroyd. 
good names for queer proceedings in Ireland, Sir 
They struck upon the word ' boycott ' a few years , 
they have hit upon ' shadowing.' Lupus has 
shadowers, and as an umbrella does something in 
of shadowing, we call Lupus' shadowers Sarey 
They put one of their Gamps on this job— a man tb) 
for nothing but watching actresses' goings-ui 
party," 

"I don't believe that she will return," said Sir Ecroyil 
after a pause. " Wherever she may be, she will not return 
to him of her own accord. Keep your eyes open, Tracey,' 

" You may depend on that, Sir Ecroyd," said the officer, 
touching his hat. 

Julian Charlton slept more easily than he had yet dcmr 
since Bertha had left him, He knew where she was. 
That was a great relief to his mind — to feel that he 
could communicate with her. She was not lost to hitn. 
The telegram which he would send to her would certainty 
be put into her hand ; and whatever she might have fell on 
overhearing the cruel words which he had spoken, she 
would now be made to know that they meant nothing — ihat 
he still looked on himself as her husband — that he would 
never cease to think of her as his wife. 

He sent his telegram two days later ; and then he ki 
that there was nothing left for him but to wait for ber 
reply. 

What would that reply be, he asked himself. He knew 
jfhat form of reply would be most comforting lo him. It 
Itc were to receive a message bearing the words, ''/ ■»« 
5rA'/-*/>Sf," he would as\t tot no\\\\v\% mwe. 
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Vour (lays passed, and tlien he knew that the steamer 
^go Parigo rna^i have reached Madeira. Any moment 
nil bring him the message that he hoped for. The fifth 
»■ passed, and yet no message was forthcoming. He 
mid not stand the suspense of waiting indoors ; he drove 
»lhe London office of the Antipodean Steamship Com- 
fey, and inquired if the Pango Pango had reached 
fideira. The clerk showed him the telegram which had 
rh received at the office. The steamer had anchored the 
fevious night, and was to proceed on her voyage id 
lateen hours. He made a calculation ; the steamer 
puld, at the very moment that he was standing in the 
Bee, be getting under weigh in Funchal harbor. He ■ 
jptened back to his house. Surely a telegram v7ould be 
vailing him ! 
BThere was none. 

Ke waited until the next morning, and then he went to 
Klsea. Mrs, Hardy had some grains of comfort for him. 
Etliaps Bertha might, after all, be only longing to get once - 
pre among the scenes with which she had been familiar in 
K early life, she said. Might it not be possible that she 
H taken a sudden dislike to London and London society, 
n was now filled with a yearning after the great pastures 
llhe midst of which her early life had been passed ? It 
K not only possible, but quite likely, that she had set her 
Kit upon this, and that she therefore had refrained from 
fegraphing from Madeira, It might even be that she was 
Bious that he should follow her to Australia. 
Hulian clutched at this hope. He knew what Mrs. Hardy 
B not know regarding Bertha's last days in society, 
Biild not a woman of the nature of Bertha endeavor to 
f to the uttermost ends of the earth to escape from 
mrything that might recall the horrible insult that had 
^ offered to her by the wtelctv who Uii 'atttv ^vi-w.-^c**. 
^Eb^Tiie Badiam ? 
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The more he reflected upon this point, the more certain 
did he become that she had not replied to his telegram from 
Madeira in order that he might follow her. 

He looked at the first page of a daily newspaper for the 
sailings of the Antipodean steamers from Utterport, and he 
found that the Wagga Wagga was advertised to start from 
Utterport the next day. 

Without a moment's delay he called on the agent from 
whom he had obtained the house, and gave him instructions 
to settle with the servants and to take charge of the house 
once again for its owner. He told his own man to pack up 
a couple of portmanteaus, and the next morning he started 
for Utterport. 



CHAPTER LIV. 

ON THE CONCLUSION OF THE EXPERIMENT. 

*5E town of Utteqiort seemed to be holding high i 
val. Two bands were braying away, one at the 8 
Bid the other at the tail of a great procession of well-drei 
5)sy-cheeked, good humored looking men, the majorig 
■•hom were passing jests among themselves. They ■ 
^eral banners bearing such legends as "Down w 
tocks!" "TheMenare the Masters!" "More Pay! 
Bore Play!" "Black Eyes to the Black Legs!' 

i places along the route men were standiiid 
Jarrels addressing the crowds, and enforcingtheirarguai 
f liberal gesticulation and the crashing of the right fistfl 
e left palm. The cheers that greeted almost every tlu 
tode a fitting vocal accompaniment to the braying o 
Wds. 
fin a moment Julian perceived what this unusual sM 
Kings meant. The annual festival of the trades unioni^ 
Egeneral strike — was taking place. It was on t] 

e bands were playing and the banners flying. This w 
lligin of the gayety and the joyous humor manifested t 

The new dock had just reached a critical |j 

[ its recovery after the depression of years, and reqg 

lost careful treatment ; the dock laborers had been ea< 

^teen shillings a day, and the Chancellor of the Ext 

Jer had just been receiving a surplus of about ; 

n extra duty on rum. It was at this stage that the^ 
fppoinied guardians of the interests of the men had order 

; holding of the festival of New Unionism — a general 
bike. 
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Julian got his portmanteaus put upon a cab, and drove 
down the docks to the berth of the Antipodean Steamship 
Company, at which the Wagga Wagga was lying. No 
laborers were to be seen in any direction. Scores of steamers 
and fine vessels were lying in the docks, waiting to be dis- 
charged; but the holds were covered with their hatches and 
tarpaulins. The Wagga Wagga was announced to start 
on her voyage on this day; but her decks did not suggest 
a speedy release. Only half her cargo was stowed; steam 
had not been got up in her boilers. The sailors were engaged 
painting and polishing and varnishing. 

Julian went aboard, and found the chief steward, and that 
functionary explained that the strike had occurred the pre- 
vious day. The man had not the least idea what had 
occurred to induce the leaders to order a strike, but the 
general impression was that it was due to the circumstance 
that a clerk in one of the agent's offices had employed a 
shoeblack who did not belong to any recognized union to 
clean his boots. This was considered an offense which the 
New Unionism could not possibly allow to pass without 
notice; so the four thousand men in the docks were com- 
manded to leave off work. 

But the steamer was announced to sail that day, Julian 
reminded the steward. 

* 'We're in the hands of the men, sir,'* said the steward. 
"We can do nothing without their permission. Long ago, 
in the religious days, sir, you may remember that the sail- 
ings of the steamers were always announced with the D. V. 
— meaning, I believe, God willing — before the date. The 
owners would do well to put the letters in again sir ; the D. 
meaning the dockers." 

**But surely you will make some move," said Julian. 

**The agent was here an hour ago, sir," replied the man; 
"and he said whether or not we got the rest of the cargo 
aboard the steamer we s\\ou\d sUxX Xo-tcvoxxoh^ xCvgp^x:* 
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rThen I may as well choose a cabin for myself." said 
pan. "AVhat aboul the staterooms abaft the deck house? 
Hould like a berth there. Are they all engaged?" 
SSie steward referred to his plan of the cabins. * 
f'Lct me see, sir," he said. "I can give you the upper 
mfe in the starboard deck house. The port deck house 
B taken three days ago for a gentleman and his wife — yes, - 
He arc the names — "Mr. and Mrs. Julian Charlton for 
feiey.' " 

?'Mr. and Mrs. " cried Julian. 

T'Charlton, sir; I think that's the name. Look for your- 

B. Don't you make that Charlton, sir?" 

ffulian glanced at the plan; beyond a doubt the name was 

Hirlton. 

pYou didn't happen to see this Mr. Charlton and his wife, 

Hrard?" he inquired. 

CjNot I, sir, " replied the steward. "He must have taken 

F deck house at the London office, and he has probably. 

b in this morning's papers that the strike would prevent 

sirom sailing to-day, I wonder you didn't see it your- 

K sir." 

Pi »as stupid enough not to open a newspaper this morn- 

fe" said Julian. "I tell you what it is, steward, I should 

tt to see this Mr. Charlton before I engage a berth. Would 

u mind sending one of the lads to me when he comes 

Bard? I shall put up for the night at the Black Swan, I 

rak. It is close at hand, is it not?" 

P'Just outside the dock, sir; a very comfortable hotel, if 

Sit old-fashioned for Americans," said the steward. "I'll 

tt fail to send a lad to you, sir. But what name shall he 

miire for?" 

"'Lancaster,'.' said Julian. "Let him ask at the hotel for 

r. Lancaster, and I shall return to the steamer with him 

^eethis Mr. Chariton — he may be an old friend of mine." 

F'I'U not faiJ, Mr. Lancaster," sa\At\\esXe>Na.xi. "'V^'&vei 
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dock before a magistrate is where the dockers should be put 
— banners and bands and all. That's how I'd dock their 
finery for them, sir." 

Th# steward seemed to be gifted with a very pretty wit. 
Julian wondered if it was popular among his passengers. 

He did not allow this question to engross all his thoughts, 
however. He was still able to give some attention to the 
question of the identity of the persons whose names he had 
just seen on the list of passengers of the Wagga Wagga. 

What could it mean, he asked himself. Who was the Mr. 
Julian Charlton for whom a cabin had been taken aboard 
the steamer ! His name was not a common one. A Mr. 
John Brown or a Mr. John Jones might be found in the 
passenger list of nrany steamers without causing surprise to 
a second Mr. John Brown or Mr. John Jones; but in his 
case it was different. A second Julian Charlton taking a 
passage to Sydney might be regarded as a remarkable coin- 
cidence. 

He went to the old-fashioned hotel, the Black Swan, and 
engaged a bedroom, tearing the labels off his portmanteaus, 
and giving the name of Lancaster. A small bar was at the 
end of the hall. It seemed that in this place the business 
of the house was done. School slates with memoranda on 
them were hanging on either side of the window. Julian 
communicated to the young woman who was in charge of 
the place his desire to see one of the cabin lads of the 
^^gg^ ^^gg^ the moment he should call, inquiring for 
Mr. Lancaster. The young woman made a memorandum 
to this effect on one of the slates, and told him that it was 
all right. 

For the rest of the day he remained in the coffeeroom 
reading newspapers, and thinking over the question of the 
names. Was it possible that the name Julian Charlton was 
commoner than he believed it to be? 

Scarcely anyone entered l\ie coii^etowa. ^>\xvn^ the day. 
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"■"The strike, it was explained to him by the waiter, had 
driven everyone away from the docks to the town. If it 
continued it would ruin the business of the Black Swan as 
well as the dock companies, the man assured him. 

The next morning he strolled through the dock to the 
steamer. He learned from the steward thai Mr. Charlton 
had not yet put in an appearance. The agent of the com- 
pany was in the cabin, and he told Julian that, as there was 
noappearanceof the men returning to work, the company had 
resolved to dispatch the steamer without waiting to com- 
plete her loading. The Wagga Wagga would leave Utter- 
port that night, he said. 

Julian returned to the hotel. The coffeeroom was on 
the first floor. It was a large double room. It had evi- 
dently once had folding doors in the center, separating the 
front room from the back, but the doors had been removed'. 
At a table to the right of the partitioning wall, that still 
remained though the doors were gone, Julian seated him- 
self and partook of lunch. Then he moved to a horsehair 
sofa still further in the corner of the inner room, and in 
spite of the horsehair and the delapidated springs he fell 
asleep. 

When he awoke it was with a sense of familiarity with 
the place, for which he could not account. What was there 
near that should convey to him this curious sense of famili- 

He heard the sound of voice 
clutched spasmodically at the c 
a gasp. Had he awakened, or u 
How wa^ it that he was listenini 
conversation with someone in thi 



:s in the outer room. He 
irm of the sofa, and gave 
ras it the fancy of a dream? 
J to the voice of Bertha in 
? outer room? 



He sat motionless on the sofa, staring at the space where 
the folding doors had once been. Even when he had heard 
several sentences spoken the sensation o^ \ie\w<j,s&\.te.^ ■«»». 
ttiU upon him. The consciousness ot AxeMftva^^'v^Q!?^*'^ 
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occurs to one in a dream. This is what he believed he was 
experiencing. 

**I thought that I had one friend who understood me, and 
that that friend was you, Sir Ecroyd,'* Bertha was saying 
in her quiet tones. 

A murmur in another voice followed. Julian could not 
recognize it as the voice of Sir Ecroyd. 

*'I cannot agree with you," was the response of Bertha to 
the words that were inaudible to Julian. **I cannot possi- 
bly agree with you. You talk of hoping that I will allow you 
to restore me to my place in society. The expression of 
such a hope is — no, I will not call it an insult — I will only 
say that it deprives you of whatever regard I may once 
have had for you. Sir Ecroyd — it brings you very close to 
my contempt. I have really nothing more to say to you on 
this subject." 

*'You cannot understand me." Julian had now no diffi- 
culty in recognizing the cold, measured words of the minister. 
**You cannot understand me. Did I speak a word to you 
regarding my hopes so long as you were under the protection 
of — of that man ? But you know as well as I do that I 
overheard with you the words that he spoke the last, evening 
we were together. *She is not my wife — she is not my wife.' 
Did not those words set you free?" 

There was a long pause before the voice of Bertha sounded 
like a wail of agony. 

**0 God, my God! to think that even this man cannot 
understand what was in my heart — what is in my heart still ! " 

**No one has understood you as I have," said Sir Ecroyd. 
"No eyes but mine saw how you were suffering those last 
days. Do you believe that if you were my wife you would 
know any suffering? Do you believe " 

**I will ask you to leave this room," said Bertha in a 
clear and unfaltering voice. **\o>\\v2LN^xft>j contempt now, 
in place of the regard 1 ieVt lot >jo\x. Xom V^H^\^^Nb^^\ 
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iss that wretch insulted me — you assume that I was a 

H's mistress and not his wife." 
If You heard what he said, and yet you call yourself his 

■ Ecroyd, if you do not leave this room I will ask 

R to allow me to leave it. Stay, I will go." 

There was a long pause, and then the words in a low tone. 

"I have not understood you, Mrs. Charlton. I will leave 
you." 

In another momenl there came to Julian's ears the sound 
of the sluitling of the outer door. 

He struggled to his feet as a sob reached his ear; but 
before he could take a step toward the room where he now 
knew Bertha was sitting, the outer door was opened with 
some degree of boisterousness, and the familiar voice of Eric 
Vicars was heard. 

"I have found you, my fine lady," said the ex-overseer, 
with a laugh. "O Bertha, I'm ashamed of you — I'm 
really ashamed of you. How could you demean yourself? 
Is this how you treat my confidence?" 

"What do you mean?" said Bertha. "Your confi- 
dence? Do not talk nonsense, Eric. Please go away." 

"I'll not go away," said he. "I'm too fond of you to go 
away, Bertha — no, I may be rough, but I've got a heart ; I'll 
stay. O Bertha, I would not have believed this of you. 
If I had thought you meant to come down here I would not 
have showed you the letter from the company staling that 
he and she — and she, mind you; oh, the scoundrell — were 
going off together, leaving you in the lurch. Why have you 
come here? Do you fancy that you will be able to prevail 
on him to stay? Not you^not you " 

"I need not tell you why I am hc-re," said Bertha. "You 
would not understand why I am here to see him before he 
leaves. ' ' 

"Yoti ivill not demean yourself b-y do\Tv^ V^iX-s ''^t^'^*-" 
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cried Eric. "Oh, that your father's daughter should 
descend to such a depth as this ! * * 

**Go away," said she. **Can you not ^ee the trouble that 
I am in? Go away." 

* 'Look here, Bertha," said he; **I want to help you; that 
is why I followed you down here. I said: 'She may see 
by the papers that the strike has delayed the steamer, and 
she may have a wish to say good -by to him, so my poor 
foolish big heart sent me off here. Now if you've made up 
your mind that you must see him, let me bring him to you 
here. Don't you think of waiting for him aboard the 
steamer — you don't want to see her^ I suppose. You wait 
here, and I'll stay by the steamer, and if it's necessary to 
drag him here by sheer force, by my soul, I'll do it for you, 
Bertha." 

You are quite right, Eric," she replied after a pause. 

I had better remain here. But you will bring him to me 
here. You will tell him that I have no word of reproach for 
him — only forgiveness — only forgiveness." 

"If I have to drag him by the throat I'll bring him to 
your feet," cried Eric between his set teeth. "I'll go at 






once." 



( <■ 



'You scoundrel!" said Julian, coming from his corner 
in the other room, and facing Eric, who stood, as if turned 
to stone, staring at the intruder. 

*'0 Julian, Julian! I need you beside me. I am weak, 
dearest; you are strong." 

The words came like the cry of a child from Bertha. She 
was standing with her hands outstretched to him. He paid 
no attention to her. 

"You infernal scoundrel!" he said, facing Eric. "I sus- 
pected you from the first. Now I know your villainy. You 
took a cabin in the last steamer in her name, and then got 
the letter conveyed to me \\vaX 1 mv\^1 fa-wcy she had gone 
away from me, and nov? yoM Vv^n^ \x\^^ x.<3 \.\\0«.V^\. xs^'^b*.- 



w 
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same way — you tried to make her believe that I had 

deserted her, and that I was not going away alone. Is that 

the tnith, or is it a falsehood? Bah! do not try to reply. 

The expression on your face is enough. You forged my 

name. If you are in England after the sailing of thai 

steamer to-night, you shall awake inside a jail. No, not a 

■prd shall you speak to her. Go." 

BjHe opened the door. The ex-overseer made a mute 

Bpeal to Bertha — he thought of his heart at the last minute 

Hbd pressed his fist to the portion of his waistcoat which 

^feht reasonahly be STipposed to be separated by only an 

^Kh or so from that organ. Julian gave a very ugly laugh 

^Rie closed the door. 

^Kle turned a?!d faced her. There was a long pause before 

^K cried : 

^F'My beloved, my beloved!" 

^Ele got no further. His feet gave way beneath him. He 

^E upon his knees at her feet, clutching at her hands, and 

Hthing them with his tears. 

■"Julian — Julian; it seems that I have been blind — oh, 

Bnd, up to the present. But now the scales have fallen 

^Bm my eyes. I see all clearly. I did not know the 

^Eild, Julian — I did not know myself. I thought that 

^pas different from other women. I now know that I 

^■not different. Vou did not cease to love me, Julian, 

^fe you?' ' 

^V'My darling — my darling — not for a moment. It was 

^bt false life which we were living. Bertha — it was that 

^nich made me see everything in a distorted form." 

■ "We will not go back to that false life again, Julian, You 

^nl take me to some place far away where — ivhere — where 

^B ean be married. ' ' 

BAnd so he did. 

^^hey went to a distant village in Cornwall, and there then 

^mre joined in holy matrimony \rj a dxA'j \\c.eT\^t6. -^^xxe.^ •*■ 
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the Established Church of the land — the Church which is so 
venerated in Cornish villages. 

They returned after a month to the Court. 

The rector, paying them a formal visit, and taking Julian 
aside, inquired if it was true what Lady Rushton had stated, 
to the effect that he had not thought it necessary to go 
through a ceremony of marriage with the lady who went by 
the name of Mrs. Charlton. 

"It is not true, sir," said Julian with the utniost indig- 
nation. "Lady Rushton is a gossiping old woman, and you 
— you should be ashamed to put such a question to me. 
Great Heavens, sir, what do you take me for?" 

The rector was almost in tears as he offered his humble 
apologies. He went from the Court direct to Lady Rush- 
ton and the manner in which he spoke to her caused her 
to think for the first time of the advisability of joining the 
Dissenting community. 

That is the end of the story of the interesting experiment 
conducted by a spiritually minded young woman on the one 
hand, and by a modern man of science on the other hand. 

It is only necessary to say that Marian Travers went back 
to the Cape still unmarried; but charitable people say that, if 
she remains unmarried, she is certainly not to blame for it. 
Few people know that she gave Cyril his freedom, and that 
he fully appreciated the gift. 

Charlie Barham passed a creditable examination for a sub- 
lieutenancy, and he is now a supernumerary aboard the 
Mollymawk of the Mediterranean squadron. 

Cyril Southcote is winning a name for himself as an able 
administrator in the Calipash Archipelago. He is becom- 
ing so bald that people are calling him intellectual. 

This is excessively annoying. 

THE END. 
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